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CHAPTER  I. 

RANCHER     VVITHAM. 

It  was  ;i  bitter  night,  for  altliough  there  was  no 
snow  as  yot  tlie  frost  had  bound  the  prairie  in  Tts  iron 
grip,  when  Rancher  Witharn  stood  shiveringTn  a  httle 

mnTnnrth'f"'";^"*.'"  '^^'s'^''''  lonely  faidwWch 
runs  north  from  the  American  frontier  to  Athabasca 
There  was  no  blink  of  starlight  in  the  murky  skHnd 
a  stmgmg  wmd  that  came  up  out  of  the  great  waste 
K  ^/^u""?^"?^  ^'"'"'  'h«  frame  houses  clustering 
beside  the  trad  that  led  south  over  the  limited  levSf 
to  the  radroad  and  civUization.    It  chilled  With^ 
through  his  somewhat  tattered  furs,  and  he  stnS^S 
and  down,  glancing  expectantly  into  the  darkne^*^ 
and  then  across  the  unpaved  street,  where  the  ru?s 
were  ploughed  a  foot  deep  in  the  prairie  sod  towlrdl 
he  wann.  red  glow  from  the  windows  of  The  Sen 
hotel.  He  knew  that  the  rest  of  the  out  y  „g  f^ers 
and  ranchers  who  had  ridden  in  for  their  letterH^ere 
s  tmg  snug  about  the  stove,  but  it  was  customi^for 
all  who  sought  shelter  there  to  pay  for  their  share  nf 
he  SIX  o'clock  supper,  and  the  h^f-^doSar  W  tham  haJ 
Z'l^A  P,°^^\^^'  required  for  other  purposes 
He  had  also  retamed  through  aU  his  struggles- a 
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measure  of  his  pride,  and  because  of  it  strode  up  and 
down  buffeted  by  the  blasts  until  a  beat  of  horsehoofs 
came  out  of  the  darkness  and  was  followed  by  a  rattle 
of  wheels.  It  grew  steadily  louder,  a  blinking  ray  of 
brightness  flickered  across  the  frame  houses,  and 
presently  dark  figures  were  silhouetted  against  the 
light  on  the  hotel  verandah  as  a  lurching  waggon  drew 
up  beneath  it.  Two  dusky  objects,  shapeless  in 
their  furs,  sprang  down,  and  one  stumbled  into  the 
post  office  close  by  with  a  bag  while  the  other  man 
answered  the  questions  hurled  at  him  as  he  fumbled 
with  stiifened  fingers  at  the  harness. 

"  Late  ?  Well,  you  might  be  thankful  you've  got 
your  mail  at  all,"  he  said.  "  We  had  to  go  round  by 
Willow  Bluff,  and  didn't  think  we'd  get  through  the 
ford.  Ice  an  inch  thick,  anyway,  and  Charley  talked 
that  much  he's  not  said  anythmg  since,  even  when 
the  near  horse  put  his  foot  into  a  badger  hole." 

Rude  banter  followed  this,  but  Witham  took  no 
part  in  it.  Hastening  into  the  post  office,  he  stood 
betraying  his  impatience  by  his  very  impassiveness 
while  a  sallow-faced  woman  tossed  the  letters  out 
upon  the  counter.  At  last  she  took  up  two  of  them, 
and  the  man's  fingers  trembled  a  little  as  he  stretched 
out  his  hand,  when  she  said — 
"  That's  all  there  are  for  you." 
Witham  recognised  the  writing  on  the  envelopes, 
and  it  was  with  difficulty  he  held  his  eagerness  in 
check,  but  other  men  were  waiting  for  his  place,  and 
he  went  out  and  crossed  the  street  to  the  hotel  where 
there  was  light  to  read  by.  As  he  entered  it  a  girl, 
bustling  about  a  long  table  in  the  big  stove-warmed 
room,  turned  with  a  little  smile. 

"  It's  only  you  !  "  she  said.  "  Now  I  was  figuring 
it  was  Lance  Courthome." 

Witham,  impatient  as  he  was,  stopped  and  laughed, 
for  the  hotel-kee^i's  daughter  was  tolerably  well- 
favoured  and  a  friend  of  his. 


RANCHER  WITHAM.  9 

"  And  you're  disappointed  ?"  he  said.  "I  haven't 
Lance  s  good  looks,  or  his  ready  tongue." 

The  room  was  empty,  for  the  guests  were  thronrine 
about  the  post  office  then,  and  the  girl's  eyes  twinkled 
as  she  drew  back  a  pace  and  surveyed  the  man. 
Ihere  was  nothmg  in  his  appearance  that  would  have 
aroused  a  stranger's  interest,  or  attracted  more  than 
a  passmg  glance,  and  he  stood  before  her  m  a  very 
old  fur  coat,  with  a  fur  cap  that  was  in  keeping  with 
It,  m  his  hand.  His  face  had  been  bronzed  ahnost  to 
the  colour  of  a  Blackfoot  Indian's  by  frost  and  wind 
and  sun,  and  it  was  of  English  type  from  the  crisp 
fair  hair  above  the  broad  forehead  to  the  somewhat 
solid  chm.    The  mouth  was  hidden  by  the  bronze- 
tinted  moustache,  and  the  eyes  alone  were  noticeable 
1  hey  were  grey,  and  there  was  a  steadiness  in  them 
which  was  almost  unusual  even  in  that  country  .where 
men  look  mto  long  distances.  For  the  rest,  he  was  of 
average  stature,   and  stood   impassively   straight 
looking  down  upon  the  girl  without  either  grace  or 
awkwardness,  while   his   hard  brown  hands   sug- 
gested, as  his  attire  did,   strenuous  labour  for   a 
very  small  reward. 
J  WeU,"  said  the  girl  with  Western  frankness, 
tnere  s  a  kind  of  stamp  on  Lance  that  you  haven't 
got.    I  fimre  he  brought  it  with  iiim  from  the  old 
'^°!??.?'-,-^J'H' onemight takeyou forhimif yo,    ' -wi 
with  the  hght  behind  you,  and  you're  not  quitt       ad- 

•j^'-'!!  ™*"-  •,  ^}'^  ^  ^'""^  °f  pity  you're  so  solenm." 

Witham  smiled.    "  I  don't  fancy  that's  astonishing 
alter  losmg  two  harvests  in  succession,"  he  said! 

you  see,  there's  nobody  back  there  in  the  old 
country  to  send  Remittances  to  me." 

The  girl  nodded  with  quick  sympathy.    "  Oh,  yes 
The  times  are  bad,"  she  said.    "  WeU,  you  read  your 

w^J    "*  ""^  g°™g  to  worry  you." 

Witham  sat  down  and  opened  the  first  envelope 
under  the  big  lamp.    It  was  from  a  land  agent  and 
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rW^H  "  t''V^^"'^  ^'^  ^^"^  e'"^"'  ^  trifle  grimmer 
as  he  read,  In  the  present  condition  of  thi  money 
marlcet :  ur  request  that  we  should  carry  you  over 
IS  unreasonable,  and  we  regret  that  unless  you  can 
extmguisb  at  least  half  the  loan  we  will  be  comneUed 
to  loreclose  upon  your  holding  " 

for^w'f  i.^^'  ^  i!",  "°'?  °^  "■  •'"t  tl'^t  was  sufficient 
lor  Witliam  who  knew  it  meant  disaster,  and  it  was 
with  the  feehng  of  one  clinging  desperately  to  the  last 
Th.^  .f  ^^^u  ,^^  t"""^  °P^"  the  second!  envelope. 
Jwifirn'  \^^^^  T^  ^'■°'"  ^  friend  he  had  made  in 
a  Western  city,  and  once  entertained  for  a  month  at 

diffirlfi^fii'  ?k'  *-^^  'I'^"  ^^'^  evidently  sufficient 
ailhculties  of  his  own  to  contend  with 

1    '1^*''^  *°"Y'  ''"t  't  <=a"'t  1^  done,"  he  wrote.  "  I'm 
akt't"A*'!?  wheat  nobody  will  buy,  and  couldn't 
m-^u^  hundred  dollars  to  lend  anyone  just  now." 
Witham  sighed  a  little,  but  when  he  rose  and  slowly 
straightened  himself  nobody  would  have  suspected 
he  was  looking  rum  in  the  face.    He  had  fought  a 
dow,  losing  battle  for  six  wean,  years,  holding  on 
doggedly  tSough  defeat  appeared'inevitable,  and  now 
when  It  had  come  he  bore  it  impassively,  for  the 
struggle  which    though  he  was  scarcely  twenty-six, 
had  crushed  all  mirth  and  brightness  out  of  his  life 
had  given  him  endurance  in  place  of  them.     Just 
then  a  man  came  bustling  towards  him,  with  the  girl 
who  bore  a  tray  close  behind.  ^ 

"  r  ^^^a""^  you  doing  with  that  coat  on  ?  "  he  said. 
r,h„  t  ll  ""u^  ■!  ^P"^"  "«ht  t*»«'"e-  The  boys  are 
"^  «r*.u'"'°"?''  "^"'^  th«  raa"!  and  supper's  ready  " 

Witham  glanced  at  the  steaming  dishes  hungrily 
for  he  had  passed  most  of  the  day  in  the  bitter  frost 
eatmg  very  little,  and  there  was  still  a  drive  of  twenty 
miles  before  hun.  •■^^i^iy 

"It  is  time  I  was  taking  the  trail,"  he  said. 
He  was  sensible  of  a  pain  in  his  left  side,  which,  as 
other  men  have  discovered,  not  infrequently  follows 
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enforced  abstmence  from  food,  but  he  remembered 
Th.  W  iT"*"''  the  half-doUar  in  his  pocket  for. 

u  V    *°*"^*'  for  he  laughed  a  little. 
Vou  ve  got  to  sit  down,"  he  said.     "  Now,  after 
the  way  you  fixed  me  up  when  I  stopped  at  your 
ranch,  you  don  t  figure  I'd  let  you  go  before  you  had 
some  supper  with  me."  ^ 

.y,^^^i?"^J^^7  ^^"'^  ^^^  "n<luly  sensitive,  but  he 
sh«,k  his  head:      '  You're  very  gi,d.  but  it's  a  long 

Netiie^"       ""  ^°'"«  "°^'"  ^^'^'^-     "Good-night, 

X.  -^^hIk"?^**!^^  h^ spoke,  with  the  swift  decision  that 
V  _s  habitual  with  imi,  and  when  he  went  out  the 
girl  glanced  at  her  father  reproachfully 
„„.„  K  "  ,^'.w^7\get  spoiling  things  when  you  put 
anH  rnf  '"'  I'*'^  '^^-    "  ^ow  that  man's  hun^. 

sorT!j^!!r°*&P^''J^"^*'^'^  t  ""'«•  "  I'™  kind  of 
sorry  for  Withani  because  there's  grit  in  him,  and 
he  s  never  had  a  show,"  he  said.  "  Still,  I  figure  he's 
not  worth  your  going  out  gumiing  after,  Fntie." 
in  w  S  *^'i?-  u°t''"JS.  but  there  was  a  ,  rle  flush 
1  u  ^S^'^hich  had  not  been  there  before,  when 
she  busied  herself  with  the  dishes 
hr^J?/\^  meanwhile  Witham  was  harnessing  two 
bronco  horses  to  a  very  dilapidated  waggon.    They 

fro'r^  JT"'  ^^''^''^  ^^  ^^'^  bought^fh"m  cS 
from  a  man  who  had  some  difficulty  fn  driving  them 

rn™«  "^"T"  ^t^  ''"^"  given  Lm,  when^t  wTs 
apparently  useless,  by  a  neighbour.    The  team  had 

star;'"h"'''"'^^^°^^'^^  "^""y  miles  that  da"  and 
started  homewards  at  a  steady  trot  without  the 
playful  kicking  they  usually  indulged  in     Here  and 

wf.i^  "S??  ^P''''"^  •=1«^'"  °f  the  rutted  road,  but 
Witham  did  not  notice  him  or  return  his  greetine 
He  was  abstractedly  watching  the  rude  framrhSs 
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grew  Keener,  when  he  would  get  hjs  suDoer   for  if 

anymind"  "^^^.r^  ''l!"!^'  ^"**  ^«^7  ^'''e  '"  body 

afhrLn  K  'il'"]^'^  '''^  "''"■«*  he  could  bear  it 
as  he  had  borne  the  loss  of  two  harvests   and  the 

tharwLd'off'h'°"rt'  L"  ^^'^  wakeTthe  w4  ?d 
«hnnM  j^  hh>  Stock  ;  but  it  seemed  unfair  that  he 
should  endure  cold  and  hunger  too,  and  when  one 

It  was  hiS  rf  'i™^*  °"*  ^"'^  ^  '^°^««  expletive^ 


he  said. 

h  J'!^''*'^^^"?.^^?*  <=°'"^°rt  in  the  reflection,  but  it 
had  sustained  him  before,  and  Witham's  head  was  a 
noZn^*  '^"Pti""^'  one.  though  there  was  M  r^le 
nothmg  m  any  way  remarkable  about  his  converea- 
tion  and  he  was  apparently  merely  one  of  the  mlnv 
quietly-spoken,  bronze-faced  men  who  are  eteTby 
their  blunders  building  up  a  great  futnn.  fm-  th^ 
Canadian  dominion.  Hfac^ordi&SwsSdSl 
tighter  round  him,  and  instinctively  puUed  h^  fur  c™f 

SSd  hZa'^ndTh*''"  '*l"^  °'  the^^ttlement  fS 
twhmd  hun  and  the  creaking  waggon  swung  out  into 

lij.lnl^"'""''  1**'"  ^l^^'-  It  r  Ack  leybeyond 
league  across  three  broad  provinces,  and  thelwnd 

Its  solitude.    AJman  from  the  cities  would  have  heard 
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nothing  but  the  creaking  of  the  waeeon  and  tho 
2XT^th'''°''^°°'^^*^**han,KLg?asle 
ffirost^n^  T^^"^  ''T'*''  '^^  '''"^^  blasts  stiff 
™llow  bh?ff  *^?,"'''*"  °f  ^^'"ging  boughs  in  a  far- 
tr!  uuJi,.  ^*  ^^^  tlisse  th  ngs  that  guided  him 
f^«h  ^'^  K'^u^'l"  ^"^'^  trail,  and  here  aid  therelhe 
trhl„«"'^V^,  *•?'  ^''""'^  ^•'•d  of  taUer  grass  whSe 

gone.  Then  twigs  crackled  beneath  them  as  the 
stnnt^/K ''"''  ^^'K  ^^y  ^"•''^^t  the  shXwy  trees 
Wtham  Innf  tt"'"''  '^^'"egle  with  the  wind,  and 
whin  f?      °°^  *•■■"  ."eepmg  drowsiness  from  him 

fn  fofi     ,^**^>sable  for  any  man  with  work  still  to  do 
to  faU  asleep  under  the  frost  of  that  country 
MUl,  he  grew  a  tnfle  dazed  as  the  miles  went  hv 

mmo™  of  the  girl's  W  aSVlo  a  q„Si  SJ  I*  .1 
Me  was  to  hew  his  way  to  fortune  in  the  West  anJ 

letters  m  return  for  a  silver-printed  carH     TvZt 

»t  ^„r  t^hf  '^'^-r'^o^'^^^hJs'^'  "d 

"luiignt  mto  the  country  remai'- -d  tn  hJm      u 
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half-frozen  the  miles  had  been  flitting  by,  and  now 
the  team  knew  they  were  not  very  far  from  home. 
Litile  by  little  their  pace  increased,  and  Witham  was 
almost  astonished  to  see  another  bluff  black  against 
the  night  ahead  of  him.  As  usual  in  that  country, 
the  willows  and  birches  crawled  up  the  sides  and  just 
showed  their  heads  above  the  sinuous  crest  of  a  nver 
hollow.  It  was  very  dark  when  the  waggon  lurched 
in  among  them,  and  it  cost  the  man  an  eftbrt  to 
discern  the  winding  trail  which  led  down  into  the 
blackness  of  the  hollow.  In  places  the  slope  was 
almost  precipitous,  and  it  behoved  him  to  be  careful 
of  the  horses,  which  could  not  be  replaced.  Without 
them  he  could  not  plough  in  spring,  and  his  life  did 
not  appear  of  any  especial  value  in  comparison  with 
theirs  just  then. 

The  team,  however,  were  evidently  bent  on  getting 
home  as  soon  as  possible,  and  VVitham's  fingers  were 
too  stiff  to  effectively  grasp  the  reins.  A  swinging 
bough  also  struck  one  of  the  horses,  and  when  it 
plunged  and  flung  up  its  head  the  man  reeled  a  httle 
in  his  seat.  Before  he  recovered  the  team  were  going 
down-hill  at  a  gallop.  Witham  flung  himself  bodily 
backwards  with  tense  muscles,  and  the  reins  slipping 
a  trifle  in  his  hands,  knowing  that  though  he  bore 
against  them  with  all  his  strength  the  team  were 
leaving  the  trail.  Then  the  waggon  jolted  against  a 
tree,  one  horse  stumbled,  picked  up  its  stride,  and 
went  on  at  a  headlong  gallop.  The  man  felt  the 
wind  rush  past  him  and  saw  the  dim  trees  whirl  by, 
but  he  could  only  hold  on  and  wonder  what  would 
take  place  when  they  came  to  the  bottom.  The 
bridge  the  trail  went  round  by  was  some  distance  to 
the  right,  and  because  the  frost  had  just  set  in  he 
knew  the  ice  on  the  river  would  not  bear  the  load, 
even  if  the  horses  couW  keep  their  footing. 

He  had  not,  however,  long  to  wonder.    Onr-j  more 
a  horse  stumbled,  there  was  a  crash,  and  a  branch 
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hurled  Witham  backwards  into  the  waggon,  which 
came  to  a  standstiU  suddenly.    When  he  ros^  some- 
thing warm  was  running  down  his  face,  and  there  was 
\Ju    l'?^f  °"  *J*^  ^'^'^  ^^  I'Khtcd  the  lantern  with. 
When  that  was  done  he  flung  himself  down  from  the 
waggon,  dreading  what  he  would  find.  The  flickering 
radiance  showed  him  that  the  pole  had  snapped,  and 
while  one  broncho  still  stood  trembling  on  its  feet 
the  other  lay  inert  amidst  a  tangle  of  harness.    The 
man  s  face  grew  a  trifle  grimmer  as  he  threw  the  light 
upon  It,  and  then,  stooping,  glanced  at  one  doubled 
i^uJ  ^^A  ^/"^«"t  that  fate,  which  did  nothing  by 
halves    had  dealt  him  a  crushing  blow.    The  last 
taint  hope  he  clung  to  had  vanished  now. 
nttL'T''  ^°Yu^f'  ^  Jiumane  man,  and  considerate 
fh^t  ^^l^^  *>'  y.°'^^'^  ^°'  him,  and  accordingly 
Wd  ^t"""^  '"''^i  i^^  °'*^  *"^  ^°^^'  when  he  ifaS 
M^i  l^e  umnjured  horse,  and  drew  out  a  long- 
bladed  knife     Then  he  knelt  and,  setting  down  tlfe 
lantern,  felt  for  the  place  to  strike.    When  he  found  i? 
his  courage  ahiiost  deserted  him,  and  meeting  the 

t?m.d  ^hi'^lfl  *°  '°°^  "Pc''*  him  with  dumb  appeal! 
in^iH  /  ^"-^^  ^'^^y-  S*""'  he  was  a  man  who 
would  not  skirk  a  painful  duty,  and  shaking  off  the 

"  J*'s.^  I  can  do  for  you,"  he  said, 
men  his  arm  came  down,  and  a  tremor  ran  through 
as  hlhTn"^  ^'^'"''  ^''"^  i^'tham  set  his  lips  tightfy 

hKtfhe^s:hTrdhaX^^        i 

thf  knifi'?nl'r'"^l"''*^",  "  ^^*  <'°"^'  ^"«1  ™hbing 
tn.Hr/       *^  ^  -^^^^>  ^°se  and  made  shift 

IXi  *  ™^  ^"'J'^     "'■■   "ninjured  horse.    Then  he 

sturup.  rode  towards  the  bridge.    The  h6rse  went 


i6 


THE  IMPOSTOR. 


?U  wav  ""?}!« !L"«>*'  ""J  «he  man  alJovved  it  to  choose 
coKcS:  wraffil'l°S  ""'•  ^«''"  from  tt 
otherwise.  almos^Zhon.  v  i  ♦^"'"■P**^  '»•».  but 
dispaMionateh^dlkrence  M^»K*'°"'  '"  "  "»''»«  "^ 
coiJld  weU  b^Sl  hfm  N°''"ng  more,  he  fancied. 
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vythdm;  but  evening  came  at  last,  and  he  was  left 
mth  nothmg  between  him  and  his  thoughts 
th.  rfll^  I"  "^  '^'laP'dated  chair  beside  tfie  stove  and 
nirJ^^"l''>''''./°r  *'^''°"Sh  which  its  pipe  ran  was 
permeated  with  the  smell  of  fresh  shavings  hot  iron 
and  he  fumes  of  indifferent  tobacco  Tc^rnentTr's 
bencn  ran  along  one  end  of  it,  and  was  now  occupied 

a%S  a-  Kr^L^VSTn^dT? 
saw  hung  beneath  the  head  of  'an  antebpe  on  thf 

few  shelves  were  filled  with  sirapk  crocW  TnH 
cookmg  utensils,  and  these  aC'^lnrspoI^uf 
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There  was  a  pair  of  knee  boots  in  one  comer  with  a 
patch  partly  sewn  on  to  one  of  them,  and  the  harness 
in  another  showed  traces  of  careful  repair.  A  book- 
case hung  above  them,  and  its  somewhat  tattered 
contents  indicated  that  the  man  who  had  chosen  and 
evidently  handled  them  frequently  possessed  tastes 
anyone  who  did  not  know  that  country  would 
scarcely  have  expected  to  find  in  a  prairie  farmer. 
A  table  and  one  or  two  rude  chairs  made  by 
their  owner's  hands  completed  the  furniture  ;  but 
while  all  hinted  at  poverty,  it  also  suggested 
neatness,  industry,  and  care,  for  the  room  bore  the 
impress  of  its  occupier's  individuality,  as  rooms  not 
infrequently  do. 

It  was  not  difficult  to  see  that  he  was  frugal,  though 
possibly  from  necessity  rather  than  taste,  not  sparing 
of  effort,  and  had  a  keen  eye  for  utility,  and  if  that 
suggested  the  question  why,  with  such  capacities,  he 
had  not  attained  to  greater  comfort,  the  answer  was 
simple.  Witham  had  no  money,  and  the'seasons  had 
fought  against  him.  He  had  done  his  uttermost  with 
the  means  at  his  disposal,  and  now  he  knew  he  was 
beaten. 

A  doleful  wind  moaned  about  the  lonely  building 
and  set  the  roof  shingles  rattling  overhead.  Now  and 
then  the  stove  crackled,  or  the  lamp  flickered,  and  any 
one  unused  to  the  prairie  would  have  felt  the  little 
loghouse  very  desolate  and  lonely.  There  was  no 
other  human  habitation  within  a  league,  only  a  great 
waste  of  whitened  grass  relieved  about  the  home- 
stead by  the  raw  clods  of  the  fall  ploughing  ;  for, 
while  his  scattered  neighbours,  for  the  most  part,  put 
their  trust  in  horses  and  cattle,  Witham  had  been 
among  the  first  to  realise  the  capacities  of  that  land 
as  a  wheat-growing  country. 

Now,  clad  in  well-worn  jean  trousers  and  an  old 
deerskin  jacket,  he  looked  down  at  the  bundle  of 
documents  on  his  knee,  accounts  unpaid,  a  banker's 
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intimation  that  no  more  cheques  would  be  honoured, 
and  a  mortgage  deed.    They  were  not  pleasant  read- 
mg,  and  the  man's  face  clouded  as  he  pencilled  notes 
on  some  of  them,  but  there  was  no  weakness  or 
futile  protest  in  it.    Defeat  was  plain  between  the 
lines  of  all  he  read,  but  he  was  going  on  stubbornly 
until  the  struggle  was  ended,  as  others  of  his  kind  had 
done,  there  at  the  western  limit  of  the  furrows  of  the 
plough  and  in  the  great  province  further  east  which  is 
one  of  the  world's  granaries.    They  went  under  and 
were  forgotten,  but  they  showed  the  way,  and  while 
their  guerdon  was  usually  six  feet  of  prairie  soil,  the 
wheatfields,  mills,  and  railroads  came,  for  it  is  written 
plainly  on  the  new  North- West  that  no  man  may  live 
and  labour  for  himself  alone,  and  there  are  many  who 
realising  it,  instinctively  ask  very  Uttle,  and  freely 
give  their  best  for  the  land  that  but  indifferently 
shelters  them.  ^ 

Presently,  however,  there  was  a  knocking  at  the 
door,  and  though  this  was  most  unusual,  Witham 
only  quietly  moved  his  head  when  a  bitter  blast  came 
m,  and  a  man  wrapped  in  furs  stood  in  the  opening. 
1 11  put  my  horse  in  the  stable  while  I've  got  mv 
furs  on.    It's  a  bitter  night,"  he  said. 

Witham  nodded.  "  You  know  where  the  lantern 
IS,  he  said.  "  There's  some  chop  in  the  manger,  and 
you  needn't  spare  the  oats  in  the  bin.  At  present 
prices  it  doesn't  pay  to  haul  them  in." 

The  man  closed  the  door  silently,  and  it  was  ten 
minutes  before  he  returned,  and  sloughing  off  his  furs 
dropped  into  a  chair  beside  the  stove.  "  I  got  supper 
at  Broughton's,  and  don't  want  anything  but  shelter 
to-night,  he  said.  "  Shake  that  pipe  out  and  try 
one  of  these  instead." 

He  laid  a  cigar  case  on  the  table,  and  though  well 
worn  it  was  of  costly  make,  with  a  good  deal  of  silver 
about  It,  while  Witham,who  lighted  one.knew  that  the 
cigars  were  good.    He  had  no  esteem  for  his  visitor, 
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but  men  are  not  censorious  upon  the  prairie,  and 
Western  hospitality  is  always  free. 

"  Where  have  you  come  from,  Courthome  ?  "  he 
said  quietly. 

The  other  man  laughed  a  little.  "  The  long  trail  " 
he  said.  "The  Dakotas,  Colorado,  JMfontank. 
Ueaned  up  one  thousand  dollars  at  Regent,  and 
might  have  got  more,  but  some  folks  down  there 
seemed  tired  of  me.  The  play  was  quite  regular,  but 
thejy  have  apparently  been  getting  virtuous  lately." 
And  now?"  said  Witham,  with  polite  in- 
difference. 

,  Courthome  made  a  little  gesture  of  deprecation. 
1  m  back  again  with  the  rustlers." 
Witham's  nod  signified  comprehension,  for  the 
struggle  between  the  great  range-holders  across  the 
frontier  and  the  smaller  settlers  who  with  legal  right 
invaded  their  cattle  runs  was  j  ust  over.  It  had  been 
fought  out  bitterly  with  dynamite  and  rifles,  and 
when  at  last,  with  the  aid  of  the  United  States 
cavalry,  peace  was  made,  sundry  broken  men  and 
mercenanes  who  had  taken  the  pay  of  both  parties 
seeing  their  occupation  gone,  had  found  a  fresh  scope 
for  their  energies  in  smugghng  liquor,  and  on  oppor- 
tunity transferring  cattle,  without  their  o\wiers' 
sanction,  across  the  frontier.  That  was  then  a  pro- 
hibition country,  and  the  profits  and  risks  attached 
to  supplying  it  and  the  Blackfeet  on  the  reserves  with 
liquor  were  heavy. 

"  Business  this  way  ?  "  said  Witham. 

Courthome  appeared  to  consider  a  moment,  and 
there  was  a  curious  little  glint  which  did  not  escape 
his  companion's  attention  in  his  eyes,  but  he  laughed 
Yes,  we're  making  a  big  run,"  he  said,  then 
stopped  and  looked  straight  at  the  rancher.  "  Did 
It  ever  strike  you,  Witham,  that  you  were  not 
unlike  me  ?  " 

Witham  smiled,  but  made  a  little  gesture  of  dissent 
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as  he  returned  the  other's  gaze.  They  were  about  the 
same  height  and  had  the  same  English  type  of  face, 
while  Witham's  eyes  were  grey  and  his  companion's 
an  indefinite  blue  that  approached  the  former  colour, 
but  there  the  resemblance,  which  was  not  more  than 
discernible,  ended.  Witham  was  quietly-spoken  and 
somewhat  grim,  a  plain  prairie  farmer  in  appearance, 
while  a  vague  but  recognisable  stamp  of  breeding  and 
distmction  stiU  clung  to  Courthome.  He  would  have 
appeared  more  in  place  in  the  States  upon  the 
southern  Atlantic  seaboard,  where  the  characteristics 
the  Cavalier  settlers  brought  with  them  are  not  ex- 
tmct,  than  he  did  upon  the  Canadian  prairie.  His 
voice  had  even  in  his  merriment  a  little  imperious 
nng,  his  face  was  refined  as  well  as  sensual,  and  there 
was  a  languid  gracefulness  in  his  movements  and  a 
hint  of  pnde  in  his  eyes.  They,  however,  lacked  the 
steadiness  of  Witham's,  and  there  were  men  who  had 
seen  the  wild  devil  that  was  born  in  Courthome  look 
out  of  them.  Witham  kc*  /  him  as  a  pleasant  com- 
pamon,  but  surmised  from  stories  he  had  heard  that 
there  were  men,  and  more  women,  who  bitterly  rued 
the  tru=<- they  had  placed  in  him. 

"N.  he  said  dryly.  "  I  scarcely  think  I  am  like 
you,  almough  only  last  night  Nettie  at  the  settlement 
took  me  for  you.  You  see,  the  kind  of  life  I've  led 
out  here  has  set  its  mark  on  me,  and  my  folks  in  the 
old  country  were  distinctly  middle-class  people. 
There  is  something  in  heredity." 

.<  ^?"'"***°,?\^  ^^  "°*  P^'^  ^^^  unexpressed  question. 
Uh,  yes,  he  said,  with  a  little  sardonic  smile  "  I 
know.  The  backbone  of  the  nation— solemn,  vir- 
tuous, and  slow.  You're  like  them,  but  my  folks 
were  different,  as  you  surmise.  I  don't  think  they 
had  many  estimable  qualities  from  your  point  of 
view,  but  if  they  aU  didn't  go  quite  straight  thev 
never  went  slow,  and  they  had  a  few  prejudices; 
which  IS  why  I  found  it  advisable  to  leave  the  old 


23 


THE  IMPOSTOR 


nZ^^' .  f^'  ^''^^^^  my  fill  of  all  that  life  can 
otter  most  folks  out  here,  whUe  you  scarcely  seem  to 
have  found  virtue  pay  you.  they  told  me  at  the 
settlement  thmgs  were  bad  with  you." 

Witham,  who  was  usuaUy  correct  in  his  deductions, 
surmised  thr.t  his  companion  had  an  object,  and 
expected  something  in  return  for  this  confidence 
there  was  also  no  need  for  reticence  when  every 
farmer  m  the  district  knew  all  about  his  affairs, 
while  something  urged  him  to  follow  Cour+horne's 
lead. 

"  Yes,"  he  said  quietly.  "  They  are.  You  see, 
when  I  lost  my  cattle  in  the  blizzard,  I  had  to  sell  out 
or  mortgage  the  place  to  the  hilt,  and  during  the  last 
two  years  I  haven't  made  the  interest.  The  loan  falls 

u  ij?, '^"S"^*'.?"'!  they're  going  to  foreclose  on  me." 
then,    said  Courthorne,  "what  is  keeping  you 
here  when  the  result  of  every  hour's  work  you  put  in 
""11  go  straight  into  another  man's  pocket  ?  " 

Witham  smiled  a  little.  "  In  the  first  place,  I've 
nowhere  else  to  go,  and  there's  something  in  the 
feeling  that  one  has  held  on  to  the  end.  Besides 
until  a  few  days  ago  I  had  a  vague  hope  that  by 
working  double  tides,  I  might  get  another  crop  in. 
bomebody  might  have  advanced  me  a  little  on  it 
because  the  mortgage  only  claims  the  house  and 
land. 

Courthorne  looked  at  him  curiously.  "  No  We 
are  not  alike,"  he  said.  "  There's  a  slow  ^stubborn 
devil  in  you,  Witham,  and  I  think  I'd  be  afraid  of 
you  if  T  ever  did  you  an  injury.     But  go  on." 

There's  very  little  more.  My  team  ran  away 
down  the  ravine,  and  I  had  to  put  one  beast  out  of  its 
""f  T  .  \  *^^"'*  ^°  ™y  ploughing  with  one  horse, 
and  that  leaves  me  stranded  for  the  want  of  the 
dol  ars  to  buy  another  with.  It's  usuaUy  a  verv 
httle  thing  that  turns  the  scale,  but  now  the  end  has 
come,  I  don  t  know  that  I'm  sorry.    I've  never  had 
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a  good  time,  you  see,  and  the  struggle  was  slowly 
crushing  the  life  out  of  me." 

Witham  spoke  quietly,  without  bitterness,  but 
Courthome.who  had  never  striven  at  all  but  stretched 
out  his  hand  and  taken  what  was  offered,  the  more 
willingly  when  it  was  banned  alike  by  judicial  and 
moral  law,  dimly  understood  him.  He  was  a  fearless 
man,  but  he  knew  his  courage  would  not  have  been 
equal  to  the  strain  of  that  six  years'  struggle  against 
loneliness,  physical  fatigue,  and  adverse  seasons, 
during  which  disaster  followed  disaster.  He  looked 
at  the  bronzed  farmer  as  he  said,  "  Still,  you  would 
do  a  Uttle  in  return  for  a  hundred  dollars  that  would 
help  you  to  go  on  with  the  light  ?  " 

A  faint  sparkle  crept  into  Witham's  eyes.  It  was 
not  hope,  but  rather  the  grim  anticipation  of  the 
man  offered  a  better  weapon  when  standing  with  his 
back  to  the  wall. 

"Yes,"  he  said  slowly.  "I  would  do  almost 
anything." 

"  Even  if  it  was  against  the  law  ?  " 

Witham  sat  silent  for  almost  a  minute,  but  there 
was  no  indecision  in  his  face.which  slightly  perplexed 
Courthorne.  "  Yes,"  he  said.  "  Though  I  kept  it 
while  I  could,  the  law  was  made  for  the  safe-guarding 
of  prosperous  men,  but  with  such  as  I  am  it  is  every 
man  for  his  own  hand  and  the  devil  to  care  for  the 
vanquished.    Still,  there  is  a  reservation." 

Courthorne  nodded.  "It's  unlawful,  but  not 
agamst  the  unwritten  code." 

"  Well,"  said  Witham  quietly,  "  when  you  tell  me 
what  you  want  I  should  have  a  better  opinion." 

Courthorne  laughed  a  Uttle,  though  there  was  some- 
thing unpleasant  in  his  eyes.  "  When  I  first  came 
out  to  this  country  I  should  have  resented  that,"  he 
said.  Now,  It  seems  to  me  that  I'm  putting  too 
much  in  your  hands  if  I  make  the  whole  thing  clear 
before  you  commit  yourself  in  any  way." 
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Witham  nodded.  "  In  fart,  you  have  got  to  trust 
me.    You  can  do  so  safely." 

"  The  assurance  of  the  guileless  is  astonishing  and 
occasionally  hard  to  bear,'^  said  Courthorne.  "  Whv 
not  reverse  the  position  ?  "  ' 

Witham's  gaze  was  steady,  and  free  from  embar- 
rassment. _^  fam,"  he  said,  "'  waiting  for  your  offer." 
Then,  said  Courthorne  dryly,  "here  it  is.  We  are 
running  a  big  load  through  to  the  northern  settle- 
ments and  the  reserves  to-morrow,  and  while  there's 
a  good  deal  of  profit  attached  to  the  venture,  I  have 
a  notion  that  Sergeant  Stimson  has  had  word  of  it 
Now,  the  Sergeant  knows  just  how  I  stand  with  the 
rustlers,  though  he  can  fasten  no  charge  on  me,  and 
he  wiU  have  several  of  his  troopers  looking  out  for 
me  Well,  I  want  one  of  them  to  see  and  follow  me 
south  along  the  Montana  traU.  There's  no  horse  in 
tne  Orovernment  service  can  keep  pace  with  that 
black  of  mme,  but  it  would  not  be  difficult  to  pull 

K  u-  *j"  A^*  ^f^P  ^^^  *''°°Per  out  of  carbine  shot 
behind.  When  he  finds  he  can't  overtake  the  black 
lie  u  go  off  for  his  comrades,  and  the  boys  will  run 
taif  "       ^'^'""^  *^^  "^^''  "^^^^  ^^^y'r^  picking  up  the 

■'JX?"^..'"®"*''?"^'^  ^^^  l>°'"se.  but  not  yourself," 
said  Vitham  quietly. 

Courthorne  laughed.  "  Yes,"  he  said  ;  "  I  wiU  not 
be  there  I  m  offering  you  one  hundred  dollars  to 
ride  the  black  for  me.  You  can  put  my  furs  on,  and 
anybody  who  saw  you  and  knew  the  horse  would 
certify  it  was  me." 

"  And  where  will  you  be  ?  " 

"  Here,"  said  Courthorne  dryly.  "  The  boys  will 
have  no  use  for  me  until  they  want  a  guide,  but 
they  11  leave  an  unloaded  packhorse  handy,  and,  as  it 
wouldn  t  suit  any  of  us  to  make  my  connection  with 
them  too  plain,  it  wiU  be  a  night  or  two  later  when  I 
join  them.    In  the  meanwhile  your  part's  quite  easy 
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No  trooper  could  ride  you  down  unless  you  wanted 
him  to,  and  you'll  ride  straight  on  to  Montana— I've 
a  route  marked  out  for  you.  You'll  stop  at  the  places 
I  tell  you,  and  the  testimony  of  anybody  who  saw 
you  on  the  black  would  be  quite  enough  to  clear 
me  if  Stimson's  men  are  too  clever  for  the  boys." 

Witham  sat  still  a  moment,  and  it  was  not  avarice 
which  prompted  him  when  he  said,  "  Considering 
the  risk,  one  hundred  dollars  is  very  little.' ' 

"Of  course,"  said  Courthorne.  "Still,  it  isn't 
worth  any  more  to  me,  and  there  will  be  your 
expenses.  If  it  doesn't  suit  you,  I  will  do  the  thing 
myself  and  find  the  boys  another  guide." 

He  spoke  indifferently,  but  Witham  was  not  a  fool, 
and  knew  that  he  was  lying. 

"  Turn  your  face  to  the  Tight,"  he  said  sharply. 

A  little  ominous  glint  became  visible  in  Court- 
home's  eyes,  and  there  was  just  a  trace  of  darker 
colour  in  his  forehead,  but  Witham  saw  it  and  was 
not  astonished.    Still  Courthorne  did  not  move. 

"  What  made  you  ask  me  that  ?  "  he  said. 

Witham  watched  him  closely,  but  his  voice 
betrayed  no  special  interest  as  he  said,  "  I  fancied  I 
saw  a  mark  across  your  cheek.  It  seemed  to  me 
that  it  had  been  made  by  a  whip." 

The  deeper  tint  was  more  visible  on  Courthorne's 
forehead,  where  the  swollen  veins  showed  a  trifle, 
and  he  appeared  to  swallow  something  before  he 
spoke.  "  Aren't  you  asking  too  many  questions  ? 
What  has  a  mark  on  my  face  to  do  with  you  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  said  Witham  quietly.  "  Will  you  go 
through  the  conditions  again  ?  " 

Courthorne  nodded.  "  I  pay  you  one  hundred 
dollars— now,"  he  said.  "  You  ride  south  to-morrow 
along  the  Montana  trail  and  take  the  risk  of  the 
troopers  overtaking  you.  You  will  remain  away  a 
fortnight  at  my  expense,  and  pass  in  the  meanwhile 
for  me.    Then  you  will  return  at  night  as  rancher 
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.Tm'ffiy".'!^  '■•"'  "»  "">"  "^  '  ■«'«  Iron. 

venture,  he  felt  that  it  was  possiblefote  h™  in  store 
™cf  ""T'°iI!'*^'"S  better  than  he  had  known  in  the 
past  In  the  meanwliile  the  cigar  he  held  went  nnf 
and  the  striking  of  a  match  a!  Cour?hornTl"«hted 
another  roused  lim  suddenly  from  the  retrosDe!-t  I,p 
was  smkmg  into  The  bitter  wind  stTmainTabout 
the  ranch,  emphasising  its  loneliness  nZf^ll  JlT 

r»«fi^     witham  glanced  towards  tJie  roof  his  eves 

w?th  a  hule  flourTn"H''^''/'*'"  "'  ^--^""^  pork  wh^h 
wjiii  a  uttie  Hour  and  a  few  notatops  fnfl^i,,,;^™  ^u 

last  few  months  provided  hiLlthl  Justena""!    I? 

rf?L°H'°""''^  ^u*""''  ''"t  't  «PPed  the  beam  as  trifles 
often  do,  and  the  man  who  was  tired  of  allitttrnKlf 

.sed  straightened  himself  with  aSmirlhlesS^h" 
th.  ^JT  "i""'^  5^  ''°n°"'-  there  is  nothing  bewnd 
me  ?"' helkl''"  ''^''  '^'*^"^'°"  "'^'^h  cL  aSt 
lied  ^°:'' ^^^'^Courthorne  solemnly,  knowing  that  he 
Sition°r ''is^ra-deal^H^  ^^°°P-  ™"'d  on^^^ 

j^StSi^te^Sftr^uSS^-S 

th^l  Vh"'*'*!:''''"  °"f  °^  *»>«  contractinfparTres  knew 
Smade"*'""  """''  "S"-*^*  '*  bitterl^the'baS: 
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even  ask  your  word.  To-morrow  will  see  the  husk 
sloughed  off  and  for  a  fortnight  you'll  be  Lance 
tourthorne.  I  hope  you  feel  equal  to  playing  the 
rule  with  credit,  because  I  wouldn't  entrust  my  good 
fame  to  everybody." 

Witham  smiled  dryly.  "  I  fancy  I  shall,"  he  said, 
and  long  afterwards  recalled  the  words.  "You  see  I 
had  ambitions  in  my  caUow  days,  and  it's  not  my 
fault  that  hitherto  Pve  neyer  had  a  part  to  play." 

Rancher  Witham  was,  however,  wrong  in  this 
He  had  played  the  part  of  an  honest  man  with  a 
courage  which  had  brought  him  to  ruin,  but  there 
was  now  to  be  a  difference. 


CHAPTER  III. 

TROOPER  shannon's  QUARREL. 

There  was  bitter  frost   in  the  darkness  outside 
^H?"  *T  y?r«.  ""^n  ft°od  talking  in  the  stables  of  a 

meit  in'ih  ^"?  ^  '""^."''^  '"'^'^  'fo™  the  settle- 
ment in  the  lonely  praine.  One  leaned  against  a 
rnanger  with  a  pipe  in  his  hand,  while  the  sfXss 
softly-gleaming  harness  hung  up  behind  him  showed 
,mwlhf  °^^"P,=?t'°"  had  been.  ^The  other  stc^d  bolt 
upnght  with  hps  set,  and  a  faint  greyness  which 
betokened  strong  emotion  showing  through  his^tan 
The  lantern  above  them  flickered  in  the  ic|  draughts 

the  stZnln^  V"'  t^^T  ''^y^"''  its  Vt  came 
r.r!i„-    ^P"^  of  restless  horses  and  the  smell  of 

ffpeppeUr  '^  P""^^"*  -^^-^  '"^^  °<^°-  o^ 
The  two  lads,  and  they  were  very  little  more  were 
riends.  m  spite  of  the  difference  in  their  uSring 
for  there  are  few  distinctions  between  caste  and 
caste  m  that  country  where  manhood  is  still  esteemed 
the  greatest  thing,  and  the  primitive  virtues  count 
for  more  than  wealth  or  inteUect.  Courje  and 
endurance  stUl  command  respect  in  the  new  North- 
West,  and  that  both  the  laas  possessed  them  was 

[Sf  No7th  w  V  *^^  ^'"'^  *?"*  ^^^y  ^«^«  trSoJlrHf 
the  North- West  police,  a  force  of  splendid  caval.  v 
whose  duty  it  is  to  patrol  the  wilderne^  at  all  seasons 
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and  in  all  weathers,  under  scorching  sun  and  in  blind- 
ingsnow. 

The  men  who  keep  the  peace  of  the  prairie  are 
taught  what  heat  and  thirst  are,  when  they  ride  in 
couples  through  a  desolate  waste  wherein  there  is  only 
bitter  water,  parched  by  pitiless  sunrays  and  whitened 
by  the  intolerable  dust  of  alkali.  They  also  discover 
just  how  much  cold  the  human  frame  can  endure 
when  they  lie  down  with  only  the  stars  above  them, 
long  leagues  from  the  nearest  outpost,  in  a  trench, 
scooped  in  the  snow,  and  they  know  how  near  one 
may  come  to  suffocation  and  yet  live  through  the 
grassfire's  blinding  smoke.  It  happens  now  and  then 
that  two  who  have  answered  to  the  last  roster  in  the 
icy  darkness  do  not  awaken  when  the  lingering  dawn 
breaks  across  the  great  white  waste,  and  only  the 
coyote  knows  their  resting-place,  but  the  watch  and 
ward  IS  kept,  and  the  lonelj^  settler  dwells  as  safe  in 
the  wilderness  as  he  would  in  an  English  town. 

Trooper  Shannon  was  an  Irishman  from  the  bush 
of  Ontario,  Trooper  Payne,  English,  and  a  scion  of  a 
somewhat  distinguished  family  in  the  old  country,  but 
while  he  told  nobody  why  he  left  it  suddenly,  nobody 
thought  of  asking  him.  He  was  known  to  be  a  bold 
nder  and  careful  of  his  beast,  and  that  was  sufficient 
for  his  comrades  and  the  keen-eyed  Sergeant  Stimson. 
He  glanced  at  his  companion  thoughtfully  as  he  said. 

She  was  a  pretty  girl.    You  knew  her  in  Ontario  '  " 

Shannon's  hands  trembled  a  little.  "Sure,"  he 
said,  "Larry's  place  was  just  a  mile  beyont  our 
clearing,  an'  there  was  never  a  bonnier  thing  than 
Ailly  Blake  came  out  from  the  old  country — but  is  it 
need  there  is  for  talking  when  ye've  seen  her  ?  There 
was  once  I  watched  her  smile  at  ye  with  the  black 
eyes  that  would  have  melted  the  heart  out  of  any 
man.    Waking  and  sleeping  they're  with  me  still.'' 

Three  generations  of  the  Shannons  had  hewn  the 
lonely  clearing  further  into  the  bush  of  Ontario  and 
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married  the  daughters  of  the  soU,  but  the  Celtic 
strain,  it  was  evilent,  had  not  run  out  yet     Pawe 

iiSre'tT;.'''  '^"«"'"'  '''^'''  """^  «p«-d  «s;>- 

"  It  was  a  —  shame,"  he  said.  "  Of  course  he 
flung  her  over,     I  thinit  you  saw  him,  Pat  ?  " 

Sftannon  s  face  grew  greyer,  and  he  quivered  visiblv 
a  Ins  passion  shook  him,  while  PajSe  felt  h^own 
blood  pulse  faster  as  he  remembered  the  graceful 
dark^yed  girl  who  had  given  him  and  his  comrade 

■•„  *     !t'"  ^'^  ***^  '^'^  '"■<""  Ontario,  "  I  was  drivine 
in  for  the  stores  when  I  met  him  in  the  willow  bliff 

w?th  ^11  H°™',P""'I'''  ^'^"  "f  »  Wank  hor^  up 
with  a  httle  ugly  smile  on  the  ,ips  of  him  when  1 


*^« '?ll''®,^''88on  right  across  the  traU 

.. .  J,       *  "°*  *^'^''  trooper,'  says  he. 

chokinV'J/",V"^''  '^?''k/  "^y^'-  ^^^  ^^^  '''a'=k  hate 

done  w1th"'liUy  P  ''^'*  °'  '""•     '  ^^*  '»''-«  V*' 

.'.' .'  I^'*  ''"ything  to  you  ? '  says  he. 
*»ii     "l„f^«^'yt.h'ng.'  says  I.     'And  if  ye  will  not 
tell  me  I'll  tear  it  out  of  ye  '  ^ 

"  Courthome  laughs  a  little,  but  I  saw  the  Jivil  in 

«LT'-  •  /■  *^''"  *  *•''"''  y""'""^  qiite  man  enough," 
savs  he,  sitting  very  quiet  on  the  big  black  hoTse 
'Anyway  I  can't  tell  you  where  shI  is  just  now' 
because  she  left  the  dancing  saloon  she  wai  in  down 
in  Montana  when  I  last  saw  her ' 
fhi"  ^  ^^^t^^  big  whip  that  day.  and  I  forgot  every- 
thing as  I  heard  the  hiss  of  it  round  my  shoulder     ft 

flfZ  hT  ^'''"'i  ^Kl^^Y  ^"""^  °f  l'™-  and  then  I 
flung  t  down  and  grabbed  the  carbine  as  he  swung 

L^u^  '^^r/"""'*  "^^^  °"^  ''*"<1  fumbling  in  hi! 
jacket.    It  came  out  empty,  an'  we  sat  there  a 
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moment,  the  two  of  us,  Courthotne  white  as  death 
his  eyes  hke  burning  coals,  and  the  fingers  of  me 
tremblmg  on  the  carbine.  Sorrow  on  the  man  that 
he  hadn  t  a  pistol,  or  I'd  have  sent  the  black  soul  of 
liim  to  the  divil  it  came  from." 

The  lad  panted,  and  Payne,  who  had  guessed  at 
his  hopeless  devotion  to  the  girl  who  had  listened  to 
Courthome,  made  a  gesture  of  disapproval  that  was 
tempered  by  sympathy.  It  was  for  her  sake,  he 
fancied  Shannon  had  left  the  Ontario  clearing  and 
followed  Larry  Blake  to  the  West. 

"  I'm  glad  he  hadn't,  Pat,"  said  Payne.     "  What 
was  the  end  of  it  ?  " 
^^  "  I  remembered,"  said  the  other  with  a  groan, 

remembered  I  was  Trooper  Shannon,  an'  dropped 
the  <nrbme  into  the  waggon.  Courthome  wheels 
the  black  horse  round,  an^  I  saw  the  red  line  across 
the  face  of  him. 

"  t/?" ''  ^  ^'"■'■y  **"■  ^'''*'  "ly  'ad,'  says  he  " 
He  s  a  dangerous  man,"  Payne  said  thoughtfully 

Pat,  you  came  near  being  a  —  ass  that  day.  Any- 
way, it  s  time  we  went  in,  and  as  Larry's  here  I 
shouldn  t  wonder  if  we  saw  Courthome  again  before 
the  morning."  " 

.x7^^  if^u*^"'*^  ^.*'"*  through  them  to  the  bone  as 
they  left  the  stables,  and  it  was  a  relief  to  enter  the 
loghouse,  which  was  heated  to  fustiness  by  the  glow- 
ing stove.    A  lamp  hung  from  a  rough  birch  beam 
and  Its  uncertain  radiance  showed  motionless  figures 
wrapped  in  blankets  in  the  bunks  round  the  walls 
Two  men  were,  however,  dressing,  and  one  already  in 
uniform  sat  at  a  table  talking  to  another  s"  .  hed  in 
furs,  who  was  from'Iiis  appearance  a  prairie  larmer 
1  he  man  at  the  table  was  lean  and  weather-bronzed 
with  grizzled  hair  and  observant  eyes.     They  were 
fixed  steadUy  upon  the  farmer,  who  knew  that  very 
nttle  which  happened  upon  the  prairie  escaped  the 
vigilance  of  Seigeant  Stimson. 
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Wha?do  yt'tUl  S"  r"^.-"^'   Larry? 

way  beyond  the%hance  ^  S«  w  ?  b,^i"t ''•' ^"y- 
back  or  me  best  steer  lifted  one  dark  n^^h^r'"  "^ 
forgiving  the  rustlers  ;,„  ^  ^  "'^ht.  'Tis  not 
divil.'-hesaid  "R^^ff;  ^""^  Courthorne's  the 
told  ye  where  he  is  fnH  f  *'"  "°^'  ^^'-g^^nt  =  I've 
I'll  rfdetm'dtn  mi;/'  "  "°'  «*  *"  --al  him 

Sergeant  Stimson  wrinkled  his  forohenr?      "  t* 
body  inows  what  they're  after  it  shon^lh.         "T 
said,  watching  the  man  mtt^ftlJ  ^^.  y°"'    ^e 

"  Still,  I'm  a  fittle  worried  as  owh-°''"H*'  "^  ^''  'y^'- 
nothing  for  it,  you'reT^uVfoSe'Sa"  '''^'^ 

-  with  the  Stat^  -  "  ]?;  Tafd^"  .^'<^^"  '"^.'^^d,  an'  to 

a  keg.    Weu    if^ve  w^l  k    '^^  """^n-ght  drop  many 

Courfhor„ewhopu^ttheMa^k''shaC/  '■'"'°"'.  "  ^^^ 

Sergeant  Stimson  noddeS    fo?  he  ZfT'^'i" 

suspected  this.  """^a,   lor  he  had  already 

one.     You're  readv  for  dnt  -  ""S^t  try  the  other 

The  lad  sLod1trlth;'*y:.?°°P«""  ^^3^^  ?  " 
minutes,  sir''  he  sa?d^  ^  '^"  *"■""  ""*  *«  ten 

trifle^  "%S  fiSVclTT  ''''""  "^'^  ^°''^«  ^ 
side  the^settTement  and  watdi  «,;  u'  ^^ue  out- 
Courthorne   will   p^b  Uy^  \*om4°»i:eT  S 
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keep  him  until  the  tpsJ  nf Th^       "  "  *  Courthorne 

men  who  were  dr^ilg  *^^  ^^™^''>  ^""l  the 

"  It's  steep  chances  we'll  have  Mr   rr,„rth„      . 
Sr-?„'°-'"T"'  ^°y'''  h'aif  •  "  Fm  up"tS 

We'll  saddle  in  LTour  oi^^S ' '    "™  °''*  '°°  ^°''"- 

tha';"J^veTu.%hrourtLrnerd  ^'^^  ^""^'"^  ''^-' 
smear  acros^tSSi^g  laCand  r^^H"  ^  ^"'"'^y 

S»niX^i--f*^^^^^^ 

ful  eyes  and'^Sutd  fSe&d  whe're  S^^r^-'^" 
rad,ance  forced  „p  his  iean  facetKoueited'lSf 

c 
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cC  hi  f  h  1  °"  *^'  '°?^^  ^"""'^^S  behind  him,  and 
c lose  by  the  fanner  sucked  sUently  at  hispipe,  waiting 
with  a  stony  cahn  that  sprang  from  fierce  impatiencf,' 
SmetoE*'  '""^  ""^^  ^^'•'^  ^^^  brought  black 

miiTf.i^^°"I*iii'  *>^  ^^hen  Witham  stood  shiver- 
mg  a  httle  with  the  bridle  of  a  big  black  horse  in  his 
hand  just  outside  the  door  of  lis  homestead  A 
Tn^'f  ^"""iT  *^<=''  "^""^ets  were  strapped  to  the 
saddle    and  he  had  donned  the  fur  cap  and  coat 

Ho=I  K  ™^  "r"^y  r''^'  Courthorne  himself  stood 
close  by,  smihng  at  him  sardonically. 

If  you  keep  the  cap  down  and  ride  with  vour 
stirrups  long  as  I've  fixe^  them,  anybody  would  take 
you  for  me,"  said  he.  "  Go  Straight  through  Ihe 
^  tlement,  and  let  any  man  you  come  across  see  you 

fo'lifaTh-roSe-ToLYn^^^^^^ 
ntHom^t^o^*?. ''  ^-«  CourtLrne^for  a  ^r'l! 

"Yes,"  said   Witham   dryly.    "J   wish   I   was 
equally  sure  of  yours." 

Courthorne  laughed.  "  I'm  to  be  Rancher  Witham 
until  to-morrow  mght.  anyway.    Don't  worry  about 

^L^^^\  ^°'"'''^  starvation  is  the  only  thing 
n!ltt*'lw°'  '"^'  ^"'^  "'«  unfortunate  you^ve  left 
notiung  fit  to  eat  behind  you." 

Witham  swung  himself  into  the  saddle,  a  trifle 

ZthJll^^'  ^"l  ^°"rthome  rode  with  longer  sti^up 

ine  hi^rf  ^"A\'^^\^<=^"'*°'"^'1  *"•  th«n  he  raised 

wft.tt-^"*^-^^^-°*'^^''  ""^  l*"gbed  a  Uttle  as  he 

S  m/"^>.'"^°  *^'  ^"^"•^^  °f  th«  shadowy 
praine.    >yhen  the  drumming  of  hoofs  was  lost  in 

stabk^nTt^K*  ^^\r",'^  ^^  '^"^^  towards  the 

K?thought&y!'^  '''  ''"*'™  ^'^^^^^'^^  ^•*''^™'^ 

"  Tlie  thing  cuts  with  both  edges,  and  the  farmer 
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only  sees  one  of  them,"  he  said.     "That  beast's 
about  as  difficult  to  mistake  as  my  black  is  " 
Then  he  returned  to  the  loghouse,  and  presently 

g"*  "".'^'tham's  old  fur  coat  and  tattered  fur  cap 
[ad  Witham  seen  his  unpleasant  smile  as  he  did  it 
he  would  probably  have  wheeled  the  black  horse  and 
returned  at  a  gallop,  but  the  farmer  was  sweeping 
across  the  waste  of  whitened  grass  at  least  a  league 
away  by  this  time.  Now  and  then  a  half-moon 
blinked  down  between  wisps  of  smoky  cloud,  but  for 
the  rnost  part  grey  dimness  hung  over  the  prairie,  and 
the  drumming  of  hoofs  rang  stridently  through  the 
silence.  Witham  knew  a  good  horse,  and  had  bred 
several  of  them— before  a  blizzard  which  swept 
the  prairie  killed  off  his  finest  yearlings  as  well 
as  their  pedigree  sire— and  his  spirits  rose  as  the 
splendid  beast  swung  into  faster  stride  beneath  him 

For  two  weeks  at  least  he  would  be  free  from 
anxiety,  and  the  monotony  of  his  life  at  the  lonely 
homestead  had  grown  horribly  irksome.    Witham 
was  young,  and,  now  when  for  a  brief  space  he  had 
left  his  cares  behind,  the  old  love  of  adventure  which 
had   dnven   him   out    from   England   once   more 
awakened  and  set  his  blood  stirring.    For  the  first 
time  m  six  years  of  struggle  he  did  not  know  what  lay 
before  him,  and  he  had  a  curious,  half-instinctive 
feeling  that  the  trail  he  was  travelling  would  lead  him 
farther  than  Montana.    It  was  borne  in  upon  him 
that  he  had  left  the  old  hopeless  hfe  behind,  and 
stirred  by  some  impulse,  he  broke  into  a  little  song  he 
had  sung  in  England,  and  long  forgotten.    He  had  a 
clear  voice,  and  the  words,  which  were  filled  with  the 
hope  of  youth,  rang  bravely  through  the  stillness  of 
the  frozen  wUderness  until  the  horse  blundered,  and 
Witham  stopped  with  a  little  smile. 
•"  "  It's  four  long  years  since  I  felt  as  I  do  to-night  " 
he  said. 

L  Then  he  drew  bridle  and  checked  the  horse  as  the 
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lights  of  the  settlement  commenced  to  b'-nk  ahead, 
for  the  trail  was  rutted  deep  and  frozen  into  the  like- 
ness of  adamant,  but  when  the  first  frc.me  houses 
flung  tracks  of  yellow  radiance  across  the  whitened 
grass  he  dropped  his  left  arm  a  trifle  and  rode  in  at 
a  canter  as  he  had  seen  Courthorne  do.  Witham  did 
not  like  Courthorne,  but  he  meant  to  keep  his  bargain. 

As  he  passed  the  hotel  more  slowly  a  man  who 
came  out  called  to  him.  "  Hello,  Lance  !  Taking  the 
trail  ?  "  he  said.  "  Well,  it  kind  of  strikes  me  it's 
time  you  did.  One  of  Stimson's  boys  was  down 
here,  and  he  seemed  quite  anxious  about  you." 

Witham  knew  the  man,  and  was  about  to  urge  the 
horse  forward,  but  in  place  of  it  drew  bridle,  and 
laughed  with  a  feeling  that  was  wholly  new  to  him  as 
he  remembered  that  his  neighbours  now  and  then 
bantered  him  about  his  English  and  that  Courthorne 
only  used  the  Western  colloquialism  when  it  suited 
him. 

"  Sergeant  Stimson  is  an  enterprising  officer,  but 
there  are  as  keen  men  as  he  is,"  he  said.  "  You 
will,  in  case  he  questions  you,  remember  when  you 
met  me." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  the  other.  "  Still,  I  wouldn't  fool 
too  much  with  him — and  where  did  you  get  those 
mittens  from  ?  That's  the  kind  of  out^t  that  would 
suit  Witham." 

Witham  nodded,  for  though  he  had  turned  his  face 
from  the  light  the  hand  he  held  the  bridle  with  was 
visible,  and  his  big  fur  gloves  were  very  old. 

"  They  are  his.  The  fact  is,  I've  just  come  from 
his  place,"  he  said.  "  Well,  you  can  tell  Stimson  you 
saw  me  starting  out  on  the  Montana  trail." 

He  shook  the  bridle,  laughed  softly  as  the  frame 
houses  flitted  by,  and  then  grew  intent  when  the 
darkness  of  the  prairie  once  more  closed  down.  It 
was,  he  knew,  probable  that  some  of  Stimson's  men 
would  be  looking  out  for  him,  and  he  had  not 
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sufficient  faith  in  Courthorne's  assurances  to  court  an 
encounter  with  them. 

The  hghts  had  faded,  and  the  harsh  grass  was 
crackling  under  the  drumming  hoofs  when  the  blurred 
outlme  of  a  mounted  man  showed  up  on  the  crest  of  a 
rise,  and  a  shout  came  down. 

"Hallo  !  Pull  up  there  a  moment,  stranger." 
Mr^L  ^^*  nothing  alarming  in  the  greeting,  but 
Witham  recognised  the  ring  of  command,  as  weU  as 
the  faint  jingle  of  steel  which  had  preceded  it,  and 
pressed  his  heels  home.  The  black  swung  forward 
taster,  and  Witham,  glancing  over  his  shoulder,  saw 
the  dusky  shape  was  now  moving  down  the  incline. 

.?"},  ,,®  ^°"^^  ^^^  ^g*'"  "nore  commandingly. 
Pull  up  ;  I  want  a  talk  with  you." 

Witham  turned  his  head  a  moment,  and  remember- 
ing Courthorne's  English,  flung  back  the  answer, 

Sorry  I  haven't  time." 
*>  ^^  ?["*  musical  jingle  grew  plainer,  there  was  a 
thud  of  hoofs  behind,  and  the  "uric  ..,  exhilaration 
returned  to  Witham  as  the  big  black  horse  stretched 
out  at  a  gallop.  The  soil  was  hard  as  granite,  but 
the  matted  grasses  formed  a  covering  that  rendered 
tast  riding  possible  to  a  man  who  took  the  risks,  and 
Witham  knew  there  were  few  horses  in  the  Govern- 
ment service  to  match  the  one  he  rode.  Still  it 
was  evident  that  the  trooper  meant  to  overtake  him 
and  recoUecting  his  compact  he  tightened  his  grip  oii 
the  bndle.  It  was  a  long  way  to  the  ranch  where  he 
was  to  spend  the  night,  and  he  knew  that  the  further 
he  drew  the  trooper  on  the  better  it  would  suit 
Courthorne. 

So  they  swept  on  through  the  darkness  over  the 
empty  waste,  the  trooper  who  was  riding  har  jlowlv 
creepmg  up  behind.  Still,  Witham  held  the  horse  in 
untU  a  glance  over  his  shoulder  showed  him  that 
there  was  less  than  a  hundred  yards  between  them 
prd  he  fancied  he  heard  a  portentous  rattle  as  well  as 
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the  thud  of  hoofs.  It  was  not  unlike  that  made  by 
a  carbine  flung  across  the  saddle.  This  suggested 
unpleasant  possibilities,  and  he  slackened  his  grip 
on  the  bridle.  Then  a  breathless  shout  rang  out, 
"  Pull  up  or  I'll  fire." 

Witham  wondered  if  the  threat  was  genuine  or 
what  is  termed  "  bluff "  in  that  country,  but  as  he 
had  decided  objections  to  being  shot  in  the  back  to 
please  Courthome,  sent  his  heels  home.  The  horse 
shot  forward  beneath  him,  and  though  no  carbine 
flashed,  the  next  backward  glance  showed  him  that 
the  distance  between  him  and  the  pursuer  was 
drawing  out,  while  when  he  stared  ahead  again  the 
dark  shape  of  willows  or  birches  cut  the  sky-line. 
As  they  came  back  to  him  the  drumming  of  hoofs 
swelled  into  a  staccato  roar,  while  presently  the  trail 
grew  steep,  and  dark  boughs  swayed  above  him.  In 
another  few  minutes  something  smooth  and  level 
flung  back  a  blink  of  light,  and  the  timbers  of  a 
wooden  bridge  rattled  under  his  passage.  Then  he 
was  racing  upwards  through  the  gloom  of  wind- 
dwarfed  birches  on  the  opposite  side,  listening  for 
the  rattle  behind  him  on  the  bridge,  and  after  a 
struggle  with  the  horse  pulled  him  up  smoking  when 
he  did  not  hear  it. 

There  was  a  beat  of  hoofs  across  the  river,  but  it 
was  slower  than  when  he  had  last  heard  it  and  grew 
momentarily  less  audible,  and  Witham  laughed  as 
he  watchedf  the  steam  of  the  horse  and  his  own 
breath  rise  in  a  thin  white  cloud. 

"  The  trooper  has  given  it  up,  and  now  for 
Montana,"  he  said. 


CHAPTER     IV. 


IN  THE  BLUFF. 

It  was  very  dark  a:nidst  the  birches  where  Trooper 
Shannon  sat  motionless  in  his  saddle,  gazing  down 
into  the  denser  blackness  of  the  river  hollow.  The 
stream  ran  deep  below  the  level  of  the  prairie,  as  the 
rivers  of  that  country  usually  do,  and  the  trees,  which 
there  alone  found  shelter  from  the  winds,  straggled, 

tnarled  and  stunted,  up  either  side  of  the  steep 
eclivity.  Close  behind  the  trooper  a  sinuous  traU 
seamed  by  ruts  and  the  print  of  hoofs  stretched  away 
across  the  empty  prairie.  It  forked  on  the  outskirts  of 
the  bluff,  and  one  arm  dipped  steeply  to  the  river 
where,  because  the  stream  ran  slow  just  there  and  the 
bottom  was  firm,  a  horseman  might  cross  when  the 
water  was  low,  and  heavy  sledges  make  the  passage 
on  the  ice  in  winter  time.  The  other  arm  twisted 
in  and  out  among  the  birches  towards  the  bridge, 
but  that  detour  increased  the  distance  to  anyone 
travelling  north  or  south  by  two  leagues  or  so. 

The  ice,  however,  was  not  very  thick  as  yet,  and 
Shannon,  who  had  heard  it  ring  hollowly  under  him, 
surmised  that  while  it  might  be  possible  to  lead  a 
laden  horse  across,  there  would  be  some  risk  attached 
to  the  operation.  For  that  very  reason,  and  although 
his  opinion  had  not  been  asked,  he  agreed  with 
Sergeant  Stimson  that  the  whisky-runners  would 
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attempt  the  passage.  They  were  men  who  took  the 
risks  as  they  came,  and  that  route  would  considerably 
shorten  the  lourney  it  was  especiaUy  desirable  for 
them  to  make  at  night,  whUe  it  would,  Shannon 
fancied,  appear  probable  to  them  that  if  the  police 
had  word  of  their  intentions  they  would  watch  the 
bridge.  Betvveen  it  and  the  frozen  ford  the  stream 
ran  faster  and  the  trooper  decided  that  no  mounted 
man  could  cross  the  thinner  ice. 

It  was  very  cold  as  weU  as  dark,  for  although  the 
snow.which  usually  precedes  the  frost  in  that  country 
had  not  come  as  yet,  it  was  evidently  not  far  away 
and  the  trooper  sh/vered  in  the  blasts  from  the  pole 
which  cut  through  fur  and  leather  with  the  keenness 
of  steel.  The  temperature  had  fallen  steadily  since 
morning,  and  now  there  was  a  presage  of  a  blizzard 
m  the  moaning  wind  and  murky  sky.  If  it  broke 
and  scattered  its  blinking  whiteness  upon  the  roaring 
blast  there  would  be  but  little  hope  for  any  man  o? 
beast  caught  shelterless  in  the  empty  wilderness,  for 
it  is  beyond  the  power  of  anything  made  of  flesh  and 
blood  to  withstand  that  cold. 

Already  a  line  haze  of  snow  swirled  between  the 
birch  twigs  every  now  and  then,  and  stung  the  few 
patches  of  the  trooper's  unprotected  skin  as  though 
they  had  been  pricked  with  red-hot  needles.  It,  how- 
ever, seldom  lasted  more  than  a  minute,  and  when  it 
whirled  away,  a  half-moon  shone  down  for  a  moment 
between  smoky  clouds.  The  uncertain  radiance 
showed  the  thrashmg  birches  rising  from  the  hollow, 
row  on  row,  struck  a  faint  sparkle  from  the  ice 
beneath  tliem  and  then  went  out,  leaving  the  gloom 
mtensified.  It  was  evident  to  Shannon  that  his  eyes 
would  not  be  much  use  to  him  that  night,  for  which 
reason  he  kept  his  ears  uncovered  at  the  risk  of  losing 
them  but  though  he  had  been  bom  in  the  bush  and 
all  the  sounds  of  the  wilderness  had  for  him  a 
meanmg,  hearing  did  not  promise  to  be  of  much 
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^SiV^hf  ■ .  ^^'^  ?™  trees  roared  about  him  with  a 
great  thrashing  of  twigs,  and  when  the  wilder  gusts 
had  passed  there  was  an  eery  moaning,  through 

^^Z.'^'^l  "•'  ?"™"^  °^  1«V«  of  tonSentfd 
f^  f.n;f.7/  wmd  was;^nsmg  rapidly,  and  it  would, 
he  fancied,  drown  the  beat  of  approaching  hoofs  as 
weU  as  any  cry  from  his  comrades 

where'thP^ri^r  "'^JT  ^^''l^"  ^'"'^*'  ^^^  birches 
hlMff  ..r.c  A  """"^  **^*P'y  upwards  through  the 
biw  InH  T '  "^'''"' two  on  the  nearer  side  not  far 
Deiow,  and  Trooper  Shannon's  watch  would  serve 
two  purposes.  He  was  to  let  tlie  rustlers  pass  him 
f  they  rode  for  the  ford,  and  then  help  to  cut  off 

thpJf^f^H  ?l^"y  '"^°  'I'PP^'^  ^^^  sergeant,  while  if 
they  found  the  ice  too  thin  for  loaded  beasts  or  rode 
towards  the  bridge,  a  flash  from  his  carbine  would 
Dring  his  comrades  across  in  time  to  join  the  others 
who  were  watching  that  trail.  It  liad,  as  usual 
with  Stimson  s  schemes,  all  been  carefully  thought 
out  and  the  plan  was  eminently  workable,  but 
unfortunately  for  the  grizzled  sergeant  a  better  brain 
tnan  ms  had  foreseen  the  combination. 

In  the  meanwhile  the  lad  felt  his  limbs  grow  stiff 
and  almost  useless,  and  a  lethargic  numbness  blunt 
the  keenness  of  his  faculties  as  the  heat  went  out  of 
^'  .S^  "*"  '"°''^  t'^^n  "sual  endurance,  and  utter 
cold    thirst,  and  the  hunger  that  most  ably  helps 
the  frost    are  not  infrequently  the  portion  of  the 
wardens  of  the  prairie,  but  there  is  a  limit  to  what 
man  can  bear,  and  the  troopers  who  watched  by  the 
frozen   river   that   night   had   almost   reached   it 
^hannon  could  not  feel  the  stirrups  with  his  feet 
One  of  his  ears  was  tingling  horribly  as  the  blood  that 
had  almost  left  it  resumed  its  efiorts  to  penetrate 
the  congealing  flesh,  while  the  mittened  hands  he 
beat  upon  his  breast  feU  solidly  on  his  wrappings 
without  separate  motion  of  the  fingers     Once  or 
twice  the  horse  stamped  fretfully,  but  a  touch  of 
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hand  and  heel  quieted  him,  for  though  the  frozen 
Hesh  may  shrink,  unwavering  obedience  is  demanded 
equally  from  man  and  beast  enrolled  in  the  service  of 
the  North-West  police. 

"  Stiddy  now, '  said  the  lad,  partly  to  discover  if 
ne  still  retained  the  nower  of  speech.  "Sure  ye 
know  the  order  that  was  given  me,  and  if  it's  a 
funeral  that  comes  of  it  the  Government  will 
bury  ye. 

He  sighed  as  he  beat  his  hands  upon  his  breast 
again,  and  when  a  flicker  of  moonlight  smote  a  pass- 
ing track  of  brightness  athwart  the  tossing  birches  his 

.img  face  was  very  grim.  Like  many  another 
-yjper  of  the  North-West  police,  Shannon  had  his 
story  and  he  remembered  the  one  trace  of  romance 
that  had  brightened  his  hard,  bare  life  that  night  as 
he  waited  for  the  man  who  had  dissipated  it 

When  Larry  Blake  moved  West  from  Ontario, 
^Uannon,  drawn  by  his  sister's  dark  eyes,  followed 
him,  and  took  up  a  Government  grant  of  prairie  sod. 
His  doUars  were  few,  but  he  had  a  stout  heart  and  two 
^-J'm?'  ?.?  °'"*'^"'  ^"^  nothing  seemed  impossible  while 
Ailiy  Blake  smiled  on  him,  and  she  smiled  tolerably 
frequently,  for  Shannon  was  a  well-favoured  lad  He 
had  worked  harder  than  most  grown  men  could  do 
won  one  good  harvest,  and  had  a  few  doUars  in  the 
bank  when  Courthorne  rode  up  to  Blake's  homestead 
on  his  big  black  horse.  After  that,  all  Shannon's 
nopes  and  ambitions  came  down  with  a  crash ;  and  the 
day  he  found  Blake  grey  in  face  with  shame  and  rage 
he  offered  Sergeant  Stimson  his  services.  Now  he 
was  mied  with  an  unholy  content  that  he  had  done  so 
for  he  came  of  a  race  that  does  not  forget  an  injury 
and  had  sufficient  cause  for  a  jealous  pride  in  the 
virtue  of  Its  women.  He  and  Larry  might  have  for- 
CTven  a  pistol  shot,  but  they  could  not  forget  the 
shame.  "   _:r: 

Suddenly  he  stifacned  to  attention,  for  though  a 
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man  of  the  cities  would  probably  have  heard  nothing 
but  the  wailing  of  the  wind,  he  caught  a  faint  rhyth- 
mic drumming  which  might  have  been  made  by  a 
gallopmg  horse.  It  ceased,  and  he  surmised,  probably 
correctly,  that  it  was  Trooper  Payne  returning.  It 
was,  however,  liis  business  to  watch  the  forking  of  the 
traU,  and  when  he  could  only  hear  the  thrashing  of  the 
birches,  he  moved  his  mittened  hand  from  the  bridle 
and  patted  the  restive  horse.  Just  then  the  bluff  was 
filled  with  sound  as  a  blast  that  drove  a  haze  of  snow 
before  it  roared  down.  It  was  followed  by  a  sudden 
stillness  that  was  almost  bewildering,  and  when  a 
blink  of  moonlight  came  streaming  down.  Trooper 
bhannon  grabbed  at  his  carbine,  for  a  man  stood  close 
beside  him  in  the  trail.  The  lad,  who  had  neither  seen 
nor  heard  him  come,  looked  down  on  the  glinting  bar- 
rel of  a  Mariin  rifle  and  saw  a  set  white  face  behind  it 
"  Hands  up  !  "  said  a  hoarse  voice.  "  Throw  that 
thing  down. 

Trooper  Shannon  recognised  it,  and  all  the  fierce 
hate  he  was  capable  of  flamed  up.  It  shook  him 
with  a  gust  of  passion,  and  it  was  not  fear  that  caused 
his  stiffened  fingers  to  slip  upon  the  carbine.  It  fell 
with  a  rattle,  and  while  he  sat  still,  almost  breath- 
less and  livid  in  face,  the  man  laughed  a  little. 
"  That's  better  ;  get  down,"  he  said. 
Trooper  Shannon  swung  himself  from  the  saddle, 
and  alighted  heavily  as  a  flung-off  sack  would  have 
done,  for  his  limbs  refused  to  bend.  Still  it  was  not 
from  lack  of  courage  that  he  obeyed,  and  during  one 
moment  he  had  clutched  the  bridle  with  the  purpose 
of  nding  over  his  enemy.  He  had,  however,  been 
taught  to  think  for  himself  swiftly  and  shrewdly  from 
his  boyhood  up,  and  realised  instinctively  that  if  he 
escaped  scathless  the  ringing  of  the  rifle  would  warn 
the  ruotlers  who,  he  surmised,  were  close  behind 
He  was  also  a  police  troopr  broken  to  the  iron  bond 
of  discipline,  and  if  a  bullet  from  the  Mariin  was  to 
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end  his  career,  he  determined  it  should  if  possible 
also  terminate  his  enemy's  liberty.  The  gust  of  rage 
had  gone,  and  left  him  with  the  cold  vindictive  cun- 
ning the  Celt  who  has  a  grievous  injury  to  remember 
is  also  capable  of,  and  there  was  contempt  in  his 
voice  as  he  turned  to  Courthome  quietly. 

"  Sure  it's  your  turn  now,"  he  said.  "  The  last 
time  I  put  my  mark  on  the  divil's  face  of  ye." 

Courthome  laughed  wickedly,  "  It  was  a  bad 
day's  work  for  you  ;  I  haven't  forgotten  yet,"  he  said. 
"  I'm  only  sorry  you're  not  a  trifle  older,  but  it  will 
teach  Sergeant  Stimson  the  folly  of  sending  a  lad 
to  deal  with  me.  Well,  walk  straight  into  the  bush, 
and  remember  that  the  muzzle  of  the  rifle  is  scarcely 
three  feet  behind  you  !  " 

Trooper  Shaimon  did  so  with  black  r^e  in  his 
heart,  and  his  empty  hands  at  his  sides.  He  was  a 
police  trooper  anci  a  bushman  bom,  and  knew  that 
the  rustlers'  laden  horses  would  find  some  difficulty  in 
remounting  the  steep  trail  and  could  not  escape  to  left 
or  right  once  they  were  entangled  amidst  the  trees. 
Then  it  would  be  time  to  give  the  alarm,  and  go  down 
with  a  bidlet  in  his  body,  or  by  some  contrivance  evade 
the  deadly  rifle  and  come  to  grips  with  his  enemy. 
He  also  knew  Lance  Courthome,  and,  remembering 
how  the  lash  had  seamed  his  face,  expected  no  pi*y. 
One  of  them  it  was  tolerably  certain  would  have  set 
out  on  the  long  trail  before  the  morning,  but  they 
breed  grim  men  in  the  bush  of  Ontario,  and  no  other 
kind  ride  very  long  with  the  wardens  of  the  prairie. 

"  Stop  where  you  are,"  said  Courthome  presently. 
"  Now  then,  turn  round.  Move  a  finger  or  open  your 
lips,  and  I'll  have  great  pleasure  in  shooting  you. 
In  the  meanwhile  you  can  endeavour  to  make  favour 
with  whatever  saint  is  honoured  by  the  charge  of 
you." 

Shannon  smiled  in  a  fashion  that  resembled  a^snarl 
Bi  once  more  a  blink  of  moonlight  shone  down_upon 
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them,  and  in  place  of  showing  apprehension,  his 
young  white  face,  from  which  the  bronze  had  faded, 
was  venomous. 

"  And  my  folks  were  Orange,  but  what  does  that 
matter  now  ?  "  said  he.  "  There'll  be  one  of  us  in— 
to-morrow,  but  lor  the  shame  ye  put  on  Larry  ye'U 
carry  mv  mark  there  with  ye.'' 

Courthome  looked  at  him  with  a  little  glow  in  his 
eyes.  "  You  haven't  felt  mine  yet,"  he  said.  •■  You 
will  probably  talk  differently  when  you  do." 

It  may  have  been  youthful  bravado,  but  Trooper 
Shannon  laughed.  '*  In  the  meanwhile,"  he  said, 
"  I'm  wondering  why  you're  wearing  an  honest 
man's  coat  and  cap.  Faith,  if  he  saw  them  on  yc, 
Witham  would  burn  them." 

Courthome  returned  no  answer  and  the  moonlight 
went  out,  but  they  stood  scarcely  three  feet  apart, 
and  one  of  them  knew  that  any  move  he  made  would 
be  followed  by  the  pressure  of  tlie  other's  finger  on 
the  trigger.  He,  however,  did  not  move  at  all,  and 
while  the  birches  roared  about  them  they  stood 
silently  face  to  face,  the  man  of  birth  and  pedigree 
with  a  past  behind  him  and  blood  already  upon  his 
head,  and  the  raw  lad  from  the  bush,  his  equal  before 
the  tribunal  that  would  presently  judge  their  quarrel. 
In  the  meanwhile  Trooper  Shannon  heard  a  drum- 
ming of  hoofs  that  grew  steadily  louder  before 
Courthome  apparently  noticed  the  sound,  and  his 
trained  ears  told  him  that  the  rustlers'  horses  were 
coming  down  the  trail.  Now  they  had  passed  the 
forking,  and  when  the  branches  ceased  roaring  again 
he  knew  they  had  floundered  down  the  first  of  the 
declivity,  and  it  would  be  well  to  wait  a  little  until 
they  had  straggled  out  where  the  trail  was  narrow 
and  deeply  rutted.  No  one  could  turn  them  hastily 
there,  and  the  men  who  drove  them  could  scarcely 
escape  the  troopers  who  waited  them,  if  they  blun- 
dered on  through  the  darkness  of  the  bush.   So  five 
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breathless  minutes  passed,  Trooper  Shannon  standing 
tense  and  straight  with  every  nerve  tingling  as  he 
braced  himself  for  an  effort,  Courthorne  stooping  a 
little  with  forefinger  on  the  trigger,  and  the  Marlin 
rifle  at  his  hip.  Then  through  a  lull  there  rose  a 
clearer  thud  of  hoofs.  It  was  lost  in  the  thrashing  of 
the  twigs  as  a  gust  roared  down  again,  and  Trooper 
Shannon  launched  himself  hke  a  panther  upon  his 
enemy. 

He  might  have  succeeded,  and  the  effort  was 
gallantly  made,  but  Courthorne  had  never  moved  his 
eyes  from  the  shadowy  object  before  him,  and  even 
as  it  sprang,  his  finger  contracted  further  on  the 
trigger.  There  was  a  red  flash,  and  because  he  fired 
from  the  hip  the  trigger  guard  gashed  his  mitten. 
He  sprang  sideways,  scarcely  feehng  the  bite  of  the 
steel,  for  the  lad's  hand  brushed  his  shoulder.  Then 
there  was  a  crash  as  something  went  down  heavily 
amidst  the  crackling  twigs.  Courthorne  stooped  a 
little,  panting  in  the  smoke  that  blew  into  his  eyes, 
jerked  the  Marlin  lever,  and,  as  the  moon  came 
through  again,  had  a  blurred  vision  of  a  white, 
drawn  face  that  stared  up  at  him  still  with  defiance 
in  its  eyes.  He  looked  down  into  it  as  he  drew  the 
trigger  once  more. 

Shannon  quivered  a  moment,  and  then  lay  very 
still,  and  it  was  high  time  for  Courthorne  to  look  to 
himself,  for  there  was  a  shouting  in  the  bluff,  and 
something  came  crashing  through  the  undergrowth. 
Even  then  his  cunning  did  not  desert  him,  and  fling- 
ing the  Marlin  down  beside  the  trooper,  he  shpped 
almost  silently  in  and  out  among  the  birches  and 
swung  himself  into  the  saddle  of  a  tethered  horse. 
Unlooping  the  bridle  from  a  branch,  he  pressed  his 
heels  home,  realising  as  he  did  it  that  there  was  no 
time  to  lose,  for  it  was  evident  that  one  of  the  troopers 
was  somewhat  close  behind  him,  and  others  were 
coming  across  the  river.    He  knew  the  bluff  well. 
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and  having  no  desire  to  be  entangled  in  it  was 

heading  for  the  prairie,  when  a  blink  of  moonlight 

showed  hitn  a  lad  in  uniform  riding  at  a  gallop 

between  him  and  the  crest  of  the  Sope.    It  was 

Trooper  Payne,  and  Courthome  knew  him  for  a  very 

bold  horseman.  ^ 

Now,  it  is  possible  that  had  one  of  the  rustlers,  who 

were  simple  men  with  primitive  virtues  as  well  as 

pnmitive  passions,  been  simUarly  placed,  he  would 

have  jomed  his  comrades  and  taken  his  chance  with 

them,  but  Courthome  kept  faith  with  nobody  unless 

It  suited  him,  and  was  equally  dangerous  to  his 

friends  and  enemies.    Trooper  Shannon  had  also 

been  silenced  for  ever,  and  if  he  could  cross  the 

trontier  unrecognised,  nobody  would  believe  the  story 

of  the  man  he  would  leave  to  bear  the  brunt  in  place 

of  hun.    Accordingly  he  headed  at  a  gallop  down 

the  winding  trail,  while  sharp  orders  and  a  dnimmine 

of  hoofs  grew  louder  behind  him,  and  hoarse  cries 

rose  in  front.  Trooper  Payne  was,  it  seemed,  at  least 

keeping  pace  with  him,  and  he  glanced  over  his 

shoulder  as  he  saw  something  dark  and  shadowy 

across  the  trail.     It  was  apparently  a  horse  from 

which  two  men  were  struggling  to  loose  its  burden. 

Courthorne  guessed  that  the  trail  was  blocked  in 
front  of  It  by  other  loaded  beasts,  and  he  could  not 
get  past  in  tune,  .or  the  half-seen  trooper  was  closing 
with  him  fast,  and  another  still  rode  between  him 
and  the  edge  of  the  bluff,  cutting  off  his  road  to  the 

Thf  ™'  u,"  Yf  ■^^^'''^^  •>«  <=°"M  not  go  on.  whUe 
the  crackle  of  twigs,  roar  of  hoofs,  and  jWe  of  steel 
behmd  him,  made  it  plain  that  to  turn  was  to  ride 
back  upon  the  carbines  of  men  who  would  be  quite 
vnUmg  to  use  them.  There  alone  remained  the  river. 
It  ran  fast  below  him,  and  the  ice  was  thin,  and  for 
just  a  moment  he  tightened  his  grip  on  the  bridle. 

«  V     '  ^f  ?°*  y°"  '  "  *  ^°*"«  voice  reached  him. 
Vou  re  takmg  steep  chances  if  you  go  on  " 
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Courthome  swung  off  from  the  trail.  There  was  a 
flash  above  him,  something  whirred  through  the 
twigs  above  his  head,  and  the  horse  plunged  as  he 
drove  his  heels  in. 

"  One  of  them  gone  for  the  river,"  another  shout 
rang  out,  and  Courthome  was  crashing  through  the 
undergrowth  straight  down  the  declivity,  while  thin 
snow  whirled  about  him,  and  now  and  then  he 
caught  the  faint  glimmer  flung  back  by  the  ice 
beneath. 

Swaying  boughs  lashed  him,  his  fur  cap  was 
whipped  away,  and  he  felt  that  his  face  was  bleeding, 
but  there  was  another  crackle  close  behind  him,  for 
Trooper  Payne  was  riding  as  daringly,  and  he  carried 
a  carbine.  Had  he  desired  it  Courthome  could  not 
turn.  The  bronco  he  bestrode  was  madly  excited 
and  less  than  half  broken,  and  it  is  probable  no  man 
could  have  pulled  him  up  just  then.  It  may  also 
have  been  borne  in  upon  Courthome,  that  he  owed  a 
little  to  those  he  had  left  behind  him  in  the  old 
country,  and  he  had  not  lost  his  pride.  There  was,  it 
seemed,  no  escape,  but  he  had  at  least  a  choice  of 
endings,  and  with  a  little  breathless  laugh  he  rode 
straight  for  the  river.  „   ,  , . 

It  was  with  difficulty  Trooper  Payne  pulled  his 
horse  up  on  the  steep  bank  a  minute  later.  A  white 
haze  was  now  sliding  down  the  hollow  between  the 
two  dark  walls  of  trees,  and  something  seemed  to 
move  in  the  midst  of  it  while  the  ice  rang  about  it. 
Then,  as  the  trooper  pitched  up  his  carbine,  there  was 
a  crash  that  was  followed  by  a  horrible  floundermg 
and  silence  again.  Payne  sat  still,  shivering  a  little 
in  his  saddle  until  the  snow  that  whirled  about  him 
blotted  out  all  the  birches,  and  a  roaring  blast  came 
down. 

He  knew  there  was  now  nothing  that  he  could  do. 
The  current  had  evidently  sucked  the  ftigitive  under, 
and,  dismounting,  he  groped  his  way  up  the  slope, 
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leading  the  horse  by  the  bridle,  and  only  swung 
himself  into  the  saddle  when  he  found  the  trail  again. 
A  carbine  flashed  in  front  of  him,  two  dim  figures 
went  by  at  a  gallop,  and  a  third  one  flung  an  order 
over  his  shoulder  as  he  passed. 

"  Go  back.  The  Sergeant's  hurt  and  Shannon  has 
got  a  bullet  in  him." 

Trooper  Payne  had  surmised  as  much  already,  and 
went  back  as  fast  as  he  could  ride,  while  the  beat  of 
hoofs  grew  fainter  down  the  trail.  Ten  minutes  later 
he  drew  bridle  close  by  a  m.  i  who  held  a  lantern, 
and  saw  Sergeant  Stimson  sitting  very  grim  in  face 
on  the  ground.  It  transpired  later  that  his  horse 
had  fallen  and  thrown  him,  and  it  was  several  weeks 
before  he  rode  again. 

"  You  lost  your  man  ?  "  he  said.    "  Get  down." 

Payne  dismounted.  "  Yes,  sir,  I  fancy  he  is  dead," 
he  said.  "  He  tried  the  river,  and  the  ice  wouldn't 
carry  him.  I  saw  him  ride  away  from  here  just  after 
the  first  shot,  and  fancied  he  fired  at  Shannon. 
Have  you  seen  him,  sir  ?  " 

The  other  trooper  moved  his  lantern,  and  Payne 
gasped  as  he  saw  a  third  man  stooping,  with  the  white 
face  of  his  comrade  close  by  his  feet.  Shannon 
appeared  to  recognise  him,  for  his  eyes  moved  a  little 
and  the  grey  lips  fell  apart.  Then  Payne  turned  his 
head  aside  while  the  other  trooper  nodded  compas- 
sionately in  answer  to  his  questioning  glance. 

"  I've  sent  one  of  the  boys  to  Graham's  for  a 
waggon,"  said  the  Sergeant.  "  You  saw  the  man 
who  fired  at  him  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Trooper  Payne. 

"  You  knew  him  ?  "  and  there  was  a  ring  in  the 
Sergeant's  voice. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  trooper.  "  At  least  he  was 
riding  Witham's  horse,  and  had  on  the  old,  long  coat 
of  his." 

Sergeant  Stimson  nodded,  and  pointed  to  the 
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weapon  lying  with  blackened  muzzle  at  his  feet. 
"  And  I  think  you  could  recognise  that  rifle  ?  There's 
^.  vVitham  cut  on  the  stock  of  it." 

Payne  said  nothing,  for  the  trooper  signed  to  him. 
"  I  fancy  Shannon  wants  to  talk  to  you,"  he  said. 

The  lad  knelt  down,  slipped  one  arm  about  his 
comrade's  neck,  and  took  the  mittened  hand  in  his 
own.    Shannon  smiled  up  at  him  feebly. 

"  Witham's  horse  and  his  cap,"  he  said,  and  then 
stopped,  gasping  horribly. 

"  You  will  remember  that,  boys,"  said  the  Sergeant. 

Payne  could  say  nothing.  Trooper  Shannon  and 
he  had  ridden  through  icy  blizzard  and  scorching 
heat  together,  and  he  felt  his  manhood  melting  as  he 
looked  down  into  his  dimming  eyes.  There  was  a 
curious  look  in  them  which  suggested  a  strenuous 
endeavour  and  an  appeal,  and  the  lips  moved  again. 

"  It  was,"  said  Shannon,  and  moved  his  head  a 
a  little  on  Payne's  arm,  apparently  in  an  agony  of 
effort. 

Then  the  birches  roared  about  them,  and  drowned 
the  feeble  utterance,  while,  when  the  gust  passed,  all 
three,  who  had  not  heard  what  preceded  it,  caught 
oafy  one  word—"  Witham." 

Trooper  Shannon's  eyes  closed,  and  his  head  fell 
back,  while  the  snow  beat  softly  into  his  upturned 
face,  and  there  was  a  very  impressive  silence,  inten- 
sified by  the  moaning  of  the  wind,  until  the  rattle  of 
wheels  came  faintly  down  the  trail. 


CHAPTER  V. 

MISS  HARRINGTON  COMES  HOME. 

The   long   train   was   slackening   speed   and   two 

^H  iS     'i  l^u"  ^^-^  ^^"^  ^^^  •'ook  with  which  she 
ted  beguiled  her  journey  of  fifteen  hundred  mil« 
and  rose  from  her  seat  in  a  comer  of  the  big  first^la^ 
car     The  car  was  sumptuously  upholstered,  and  its 
decorations  tasteful  as  well  as  favish,  but  just  then  it 
held  no  other  passenger,  and  Miss  Barrington  smiled 
cunously  as  she  stool,  swaying  a  little,  in  front  o^he 
Th^Jw*  °"k  ""^  °*  '*'  r:^PPing  her  furs  about  her 
JtlT^-  ^^l^''^^^  ^^*  suggestion  of  regret  in 
the  smile  and  the  girl's  eyes  ^rew  grave  again,  for  the 
soft  cushions,  damty  curta^s.  |leamin|  gold  and 
Tu  '  ^j^r/'^l^'''^  temperature  formed  a  pirt  of  the 
sheltered  life  she  was  about  to  leave  behind  her  and 
there  would,  she  knew,  be  a  difference  in  the  fuCe 
Still,  she  laughed  again  as,  drawing  the  Uttle  fur  can 
well  down  upon  herlroad,  white  forehead  she  nodded 
at  her  own  reflection. 
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appreciation  of  the  smoother  side  of  hfe,  although  she 
had  also  the  capacity,  which  is  by  no  means  so 
common,  for  extracting  the  most  it  had  to  give  from 
the  opposite  one.  StiU,  it  was  with  a  faint  regret  she 
prepared  to  complete  what  had  been  a  deed  of  re- 
nunciation. Montreal,  with  its  gaieties  and  luxuries, 
had  not  seemed  so  very  far  away  while  she  was 
carried  West  amid  all  the  comforts  artizans  who  were 
also  artists  could  provide  for  the  traveller,  but  once 
that  door  closed  behind  her  she  would  be  cut  adrift 
from  it  all,  and  left  face  to  face  with  the  simple, 
strenuous  hfe  of  the  prairie. 

Maud  Barrington  had,  however,  made  her  mind  up 
some  weeks  ago  ;  and  when  the  lock  closed  with  a 
little  clack  that  seemed  to  emphasise  the  fact  that  the 
door  was  shut,  she  had  shaken  the  memories  from  her, 
and  was  quietly  prepared  to  look  forward  instead  of 
back.  It  also  needed  some  little  courage,  for,  as  she 
stood  with  the  furs  fluttering  about  her  on  the 
lurching  platform,  the  cold  went  through  her  like  a 
knife,  and  the  roofs  of  the  httle  prairie  town  rose  up 
above  the  willows  the  train  was  now  crawling  through. 
The  odours  that  greeted  her  nostrils  were  the  reverse 
of  pleasant,  and  glancing  down  with  the  faintest 
shiver  of  disgust,  her  eyes  rested  on  the  htter  of 
empty  cans,  discarded  garments,  and  other  even 
more  unsightly  things  which  are  usually  dumped  in 
the  handiest  bluff  by  the  citizens  of  a  springing 
Western  town.  They  have,  for  the  most  part,  but 
httle  appreciation  of  the  picturesque,  and  it  would 
take  a  good  deal  to  affect  their  health. 

Then  the  dwarfed  trees  opened  out,  and  flanktci  oy 
two  huge  wheat  elevators  and  a  great  water  tank,  the 
prairie  city  stood  revealed.  It  was  crude  and  re- 
pellant,  devoid  of  anything  that  could  please  the 
most  lenient  eye,  for  the  bare  frame  houses  rose,  with 
their  rough  boarding  weathered  and  cracked  by  frost 
and  sun,  hideous  almost  in  their  simplicity,  from  the 
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white  prairie.  Paint  was  apparently  an  unknown 
luxury,  and  pavement  tliere  was  none,  tliough  a  rude 
planlc  platform  straggled  some  distance  above  the 
ground  down  either  side  of  the  street,  so  that  the 
citizens  might  not  sink  knee-deep  in  the  mire  of  the 
spnng  thawing.  Here  and  there  a  dilapidated  wageon 

nt^i^I^w""  KP,,"lif'"°?*  °^  ^  '*°''«'  ''"t  with  a  clanging 
of  the  big  bell  the  locomotive  rolled  into  the  littll 
station,  and  Maud  Barrington  looked  down  upon  a 
group  of  silent  men  who  had  sauntered  there  to  eniov 
the  one  relaxation  the  desolate  place  afforded  them. 
There  was  very  little  in  their  appearance  to  attract 
the  attention  of  a  young  woman  of  Miss  Barrington's 
upbnnging  They  had  grave,  bronzed  faces,  and >ore, 
for  the  most  part,  old  fur  coats  stained  here  and  there 
with  soil.    Nor  were  their  mittens  and  moccasins  in 
good  repair,  but  there  was  a  curious  steadiness  in  their 
gaze  which  vaguely  suggested  the   slow,  stubborn 
courage  that  upheld  them  through  the  strenuous 
effort  and  grim  self-denial  of  their  toilsome  lives 
they  were  smaU  wheat-growers  who  had  driven  in  to 
purchase  provisions  or  inquire  the  price  of  grain,  and 
here  and  there  a  mittened  hand  was  raised  to  a  well- 
worn  cap  for  most  of  them  recognised  Miss  Barring- 
ton  of  Silverdale  Grange.    She  returned  their  greet- 
ings graciously,  and  then  swung  herself  from  the  plat- 
fonn,  with  a  smile  in  her  eyes  as  a  man  came  hastily 
and  yet,  as  it  were,  with  a  certain  deliberation  in  her 
direction. 

He  was  elderly,  but  held  himself  erect,  whUe  his 
furs,  which  were  good,  fitted  him  in  a  fashion  which 
suggested  a  uniform.  He  also  wore  boots  which 
reached  half-way  to  the  knee,  and  were  presumably 
hned  to  resist  the  prairie  cold,  which  few  men  at  that 
season  would  do,  and  scarcely  a  speck  of  dust  marred 
their  lustrous  exterior,  while  as  much  of  his  face  as 
was  visible  beneath  the  great  fur  cap  was  lean  and 
commanding.    Its  salient  features  were  the  keen  and 
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somewhat  imperious  grey  eyes  and  long,  straight  nose, 
while  something  in  the  squareness  of  the  man's 
shoulders  and  his  pose  set  him  apart  from  the  prairie 
farmers  and  suggested  the  cavalry  officer.  Ht  was, 
in  fact,  ColonelBarrington,  founder  and  autocratic 
ruler  of  the  English  community  of  Silverdale,  and 
had  been  awaiting  his  niece  somewhat  impatiently. 
Colonel  Barrington  was  invariably  punctual,  and 
resented  the  fact  that  the  train  had  come  in  an  hour 
later  than  it  should  have  done. 

"  So  you  have  come  back  to  us.  We  have  been 
longing  for  you,  my  dear,"  he  said.  "  I  don't  know 
what  we  should  have  done  had  they  kept  you  in 
Montreal  altogether." 

Maud  Barrington  smiled,  though  there  was  a  bright- 
ness in  her  eyes  and  a  faint  warmth  in  her  cheek,  for 
the  sincerity  of  her  uncle's  welcome  was  evident. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  "  I  have  come  back.  It  was  very 
pleasant  in  the  city,  and  they  were  all  kind  to  me"; 
but  I  think,  henceforward,  I  would  sooner  stay  with 
you  on  the  prairie." 

Colonel  Barrington  patted  the  hand  he  drew 
through  his  arm,  and  there  was  a  very  kindly  smile 
in  his  eyes  as  they  left  the  station  and  crossed  the 
track  towards  a  little,  and  by  no  means  very  com- 
fortable, wooden  hotel.    He  stopped  outside  it. 

"  I  want  to  see  the  horses  put  in  and  get  our  mail," 
he  said.  "  Mrs.  Jasper  expects  you,  and  will  have 
tea  ready." 

He  disappeared  behind  the  wooden  building,  and 
his  niece  standing  a  moment  on  the  verandah  watched 
the  long  train  roll  away  down  the  faint  blur  of  track 
that  ran  west  to  the  farthest  verge  of  the  great  white 
wilderness.  Then  with  a  little  impatient  gesture  she 
went  into  the  hotel. 

"  That  is  another  leaf  turned  down,  and  there  is  no 
use  in  looking  back  ;  but  I  wonder  what  is  written  on 
the  rest,"  she  said.  .-^  j 
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Twenty  minutes  later  she  watched  Colonel  Barrinir 

h?„7°c.*^*  '":"'^*  ^''h  a  bundle  of  STnhfs 
h!Sl.  ^^^  ^*"5»«d  that  his  step  was  slower  than  h 

hThS  h^r  fnf^MP"''"  ^'^'^  'J"'"*  kindliness  when 
spirits  rose  -  »V  ^^^  "^^"""^  ''"S'^'  ^"'l  'he  girl's 
KhJn^*  /''f..*''^y  ^^"8  smoothly  northwards 
behmd  two  fast  horses  across  the  prairie    It  stretched 

bh^c^  Kr  ''"■•'n"^^''^  ^'''  an<f  there  with  a  dusky 

lin-  w     *  ?r,«''Uo«'  grove  under  a  vault  of  crvstat 

Iwe  blue     The  sun  that  had  no  heat  in  it  struck  -, 

dvery  ghtter  from  the  snow,  and  the  trdl  wipt  back 

keen  d5,°cold  .nJ'""°"'  ^'"^:ry  ^'»«^^'  ^^e Ihe 
hf^^A  i^  ■  ^".4  ^^^  0*  sw'"  motion  set  the  eirl's 
~  ?•*"■""?•    \"«^  ^.  it  seemed  to  her,  therl  ^ere 

JrP^i  1  "'^5  ^'^T  ^^^  '^^^tem  farmers  led  oiTthe 
great  levels  under  the  frost  and  sun. 

Colonel  Barnngton  watched  her  with  a  little  gleam 

mittencd  hand  vaguely  round  the  horiC^'"»  '"^ 
T  chiii  ■  fl"*  *^^  ^'■''  '*^th  a  little  laugh.  "  At  least 
I  shaU  not  be  sorry  to  return  to  SilveFdale     It  has  a 

gef™  a1'  ^n-  '"'  "'"^  °"^  '^  occasionVglaf to 
home  aJain     I    i«       "  "^"2  '"°''^  pleased  to  come 
nome  again,    it  is  a  somewhat  purposeless  life  our 
friends  are  leading  yonder  in  the  citierSf  course 
mean  the  women.  i-ourse, 

Barrington  nodded.    "And  some  of  the  men' 

t^fc'  ^f '  ?u°'"  t'^  ^°'-  the  many  who  are  S 

thi?wSru''e^?oT?h1^^^^^^^ 

wouia  be  of  their  making  money." 

His  niece  noticed  the  gravity  in  his  farp  an,i  »,* 
tWo'll^  '"^'""t  *°^  ^veral'lnTnutes  while^'Uth 
SdfwTng'-o^ul'^fatoK/*-  ^'^^  ^'^^^'^  "^^^ 2 
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Colonel  Barrington  had  founded  the  SilverdaU; 
settlement  ten  years  earlier,  and  gathered  about  him 
other  men  with  a  grievance  who  had  once  served 
their  nation,  and  the  younger  sons  of  English  gentle- 
men who  had  no  inclination  for  commerce,  and  found 
that  lack  of  brains  and  capital  debarred  them  from 
either  a  political  or  military  career.  He  had  settled 
them  on  the  land,  and  taught  them  to  farm,  while, 
for  the  community  had  pros{)ered  at  first  when 
Western  wheat  was  dear,  it  had  taken  ten  years  to 
bring  home  to  him  the  fact  that  men  who  dined  cere- 
moniously each  evening  and  spent  at  least  a  third 
of  their  time  in  games  and  sport,  could  not  well 
compete  with  the  grim  bushmen  from  Ontario, 
or  the  lean  Dakota  ploughmen,  who  ate  their 
meals  in  ten  minutes  and  toiled  at  least  twelve 
hours  every  day. 

Colonel  Barrington  was  slow  to  believe  that  the 
race  he  sprang  from  could  be  equalle"!  and  much  less 
beaten  at  anything,  while  his  respei  .or  and  scrupu- 
lous observance  ot  insular  traditio  had  cost  him  a 
good  deal,  and  left  him  a  poorer  ma  '^  than  he  had  been 
when  he  founded  Silverdale.  Maud  Barrington  had 
been  his  ward,  and  he  still  directed  the  farming  of  a 
good  many  acres  of  wheat  land  which  she  now  held  in 
her  own  nght.  The  soil  was  excellent,  and  would  in 
all  probabuity  have  provided  one  of  the  Ontario  men 
with  a  very  desirable  revenue,  but  Colonel  Barrington 
hpd  no  taste  for  small  economies. 

I  want  to  hear  all  the  news,"  said  the  girl.  "  You 
can  begin  at  the  beginning — the  price  of  wheat.  I 
fancied,  when  I  saw  you,  it  had  been  dechning." 

Barrington  sighed  a  little.  "  Hard  wheat  is  five 
cents  down,  and  I  am  sorry  I  persuaded  you  to  hold 
your  crop.  I  am  veiy  much  afraid  we  shall  see  the 
balance  the  wrong  side  again  next  half-year." 

Maud  Barrington  smiled  curiously.  There  was  no 
great  cause  for  merriment  in  the  information  given 
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her,  but  it  emphasised  the  contrast  between  the 
present  and  the  careless  life  she  had  lately  led  when 
her  one  thought  had  been  how  to  extract  tne  greatest 
pleasure  from  the  day.  One  had  frequently  to 
grapple  with  the  problems  arising  from  scanty 
finances  at  Silverdule. 

"  It  will  go  up  again,"  she  said.  "  Is  there 
anything  else  ?  " 

Barrington's  face  grew  a  trifle  grim  as  he  nodded. 
"  There  is  ;  and  while  I  have  not  much  expectation 
of  an  advance  in  prices,  I  have  been  worrying  over 
another  affair  lately." 

His  niece  regardied  him  steadily.  "  You  mean. 
Lance  Courthorne  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Harrington,  who  flicked  the  near  horse 
somewhat  viciously  with  the  whip.  "  He  is  also 
sufficient  to  cause  any  man  with  my  responsibilities 
anxiety." 

Maud  Harrington  looked  thoughtful.  "  You  fancy 
he  will  come  to  Sflverdale  ?  " 

Harrington  appeared  to  be  repressing  an  incUnation 
towards  vigorous  speech  with  some  difficulty,  and  a 
little  glint  crept  into  his  eyes.  "  If  I  could  by  any 
means  prevent  it,  the  answer  would  be.  No.  As  it  is, 
you  know  that,  while  I  founded  it,  Silverdale  was  one 
of  Geoffrey  Courthome's  imperialistic  schemes,  and  a 
good  deal  of  the  land  was  recorded  in  his  name.  That 
being  so,  he  had  every  right  to  leave  the  best  farm  on 
it  to  the  man  he  had  disinherited,  especially  as  Lance 
will  not  get  a  penny  of  the  EngUsh  property.  Still, 
I  do  not  know  why  he  did  so,  because  he  never  spoke 
of  him  without  bitterness." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  girl,  while  a  little  flush  crept  into 
her  face.  "  I  was  sorry  for  the  old  man.  It  was  a 
painful  story." 

Colonel  Harrington  nodded.  "It  is  one  that  is 
best  forgotten — and  you  do  not  know  it  all.  Still, 
the  fact  that  the  man  may  settle  among  us  is  not  the 
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wwst.  As  you  know,  tlicri!  was  cvpiy  reason  to 
believe  that  (ieolfrey  intended  all  liis  proiicrty  at 
Silverdale  for  you." 

"  I  have  imiih  less  ri(|ht  to  it  tiian  his  own  son,  and 
the  colonial  cure  is  not  infrequently  ulliiadous,"  said 
Miss  Harrington.  "  Lance  may,  after  all,  quieten 
down,  and  he  must  liavc  some  good  qualities." 

The  Colonel's  smile  was  very  grim.  "  It  is  fifteen 
years  since  I  saw  him  at  VVestham,  and  they  were  not 
much  in  evidence  then.  I  can  remember  two  little 
episodes,  in  which  he  figured,  with  painful  distinct- 
ness, and  one  was  the  hanging  of  a  terrier  wliich  had 
in  some  way  displeased  him.  The  beast  was  past 
assistance  when  I  arrived  on  the  scene,  but  the 
devilish  pleasure  in  the  lad's  face  sent  a  ciiill  through 
me.  In  the  other,  the  gardener's  lad  flung  a  stone  at  a 
blackbird  on  the  wall  above  tlie  vinery,  and  Master 
Lance,  who,  I  fancy,  did  not  like  the  gardener's  lad. 
Hung  one  through  the  glass.  Geoffrey,  who  was  angry, 
but  had  not  seen  what  I  did,  haled  the  boy  before  liim, 
and  Lance  looked  him  in  the  face  and  lied  with  the 
assurance  of  an  ambassador.  The  end  was  that  the 
gardener,  who  was  admonished,  cuffed  the  inno<ent 
lad.  These,  my  dear,  are  somewhat  instructive 
memories." 

"  I  wonder,"  said  Maud  Harrington,  glancing  out 
across  the  prairie  which  was  growing  dusky  now, 
"  why  you  took  the  trouble  to  call  them  up  for  me  ?  " 

The  Colonel  smiled  dryly.  "  I  never  saw  a 
Courthorne  who  could  not  catch  a  woman's  eye,  or 
had  any  undue  diffidence  about  making  the  most  of 
the  fact ;  and  that  is  partly  why  they  have  brought 
so  much  trouble  on  everybody  connected  with  them. 
Further,  it  is  unfortunate  that  women  are  not  infre- 
quently more  inclined  to  be  gracious  to  the  sinner  who 
repents,  when  it  is  worth  his  while,  than  they  are  to 
the  honest  man  who  has  done  no  wrong.  Nor  do  1 
know  that  it  is  only  pity  which  influences  them. 
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Some  of  you  take  an  exasperating  H.  li.  .jt  in 
picturesque  rascality." 
Miss  Bairington  laughed,  and  fearlessly  met  her 
'..  w?  ?.H"''^-.r  Then  you  don't  believe  in  penitence?" 
"Well,"  said  the  Colonel  dryly.  "  I  am,  I  hope,  a 
Christian  man,  but  it  would  be  difficult  to  convince 
me  that  the  gambler,  cattle-thief,  and  whisky-runner 
who  rumed  every  man  and  woman  who  trusted  him 
will  be  admitted  to  the  same  place  as  clean-lived 
English  gentlemen.    There  are,  my  dear,  plenty  of 

Harrington  spoke  almost  fiercely,  and  then  flushed 
through  his  tan,  when  the  girl,  looking  into  his  eyes, 
smiled  a  little     "  Yes,"  she  said,  "  I  can  believe  it 
because  I  owe  a  good  deal  to  one  of  them." 

The  ring  in  the  girl's  voice  belied  the  smile,  and  the 
speech  was  warranted ;  for,  dogmatic,  domineering 
and  vindictive  as  he  was  apt  to  be  occasionally,  the 
words  he  had  used  applied  most  fitly  to  Colonel  Bar- 
rington.  His  word  at  least  had  never  been  broken,  and 
had  he  not  adhered  steadfastly  to  his  own  rigid  code 
he  would  have  been  a  ^ood  deal  richer  man  than  he 
was  then.  Nor  did  his  little  shortcomings,  which  were 
burlesqued  virtues,  and  ludicrous  now  and  then 
greatly  detract  from  the  stamp  of  dignity  which,  for 
speech  was  his  worst  point,  sat  well  upon  him.  He 
was  innately  conservative  to  the  backbone,  though 
since  an  ungrateful  Government  had  slighted  him,  he 
had  become  an  ardent  Canadian,  and  in  all  political 
questions  aggressively  democratic. 
'  "  My  dear,  I  sometimes  fancy  I  am  a  hypercritical 
old  fogey  !  "  he  said,  and  sighed  a  little,  while  once 
more  the  anxious  look  crept  into  his  face.  "  Just 
now  I  wish  devoutly  I  was  a  better  business  man  " 

Nothing  more  was  said  for  a  little,  and  Miss 
Harrington  watched  the  crimson  sunset  burn  out  low 
down  on  the  prairie's  western  rim.  Then  the  pale 
stars  blinked  out  through  the  creeping  dusk,  and  a 
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great  silence  and  an  utter  cold  settled  down  upon  the 
waste.  The  muffled  thud  of  hoofs,  and  the  crunching 
beneath  the  sliduig  steel,  seemed  to  intensify  it,  and 
there  was  a  suggestion  of  frozen  brilliancy  in  the 
sparkle  flung  back  by  the  snow.  Then  a  coyote 
howled  dolefully  in  a  distant  bluff,  and  the  girl 
shivered  as  she  shrank  down  further  amidst  the  furs. 

"Forty  degrees  of  frost,"  said  the  Colonel. 
"  Perhaps  more.  This  is  very  different  from  the  cold 
of  Montreal.  Still,  you'll  see  the  lights  of  Silverdale 
from  the  crest  of  the  next  rise." 

It  was,  however,  an  hour  before  they  reached  them, 
and  Miss  Barrington  was  almost  frozen  when  the  first 
square  loghouse  rose  out  of  the  prairie.  It  and  others 
that  followed  it  flitted  by,  and  then,  flanked  by  a 
great  birch  bluff,  with  outlying  bams,  granaries,  and 
stables  looming  black  about  it  against  a  crystalline 
sky,  Silverdale  Grange  grew  into  shape  across  their 
way.  Its  rows  of  ruddy  windows  cast  streaks  of 
flickering  orange  down  the  trail,  the  baying  of  dogs 
changed  into  a  joyous  clamour  when  the  Colonel 
reined  in  his  team,  half-seen  men  in  furs  waved  a 
greeting,  and  one  who  riiked  frostbite,  with  his  cap  at 
his  knee,  handed  Miss  Barrington  from  the  sleigh  and 
up  the  verandah  stairway. 

She  had  need  of  the  assistance,  for  her  limbs  were 
stiff  and  almost  powerless,  and  she  gasped  a  little 
when  she  passed  into  the  drowsy  warmth  and  bright- 
ness of  the  great  log-walled  hafl.  The  chilled  blood 
surged  back  tingling  to  her  skin,  and  swaying  with  a 
creeping  faintness  she  found  refuge  in  the  arms  of  a 
grey-haired  lady  who  stooped  and  kissed  her  gently. 
Then  the  door  swung  to,  and  she  was  home  again  m 
the  wooden  grange  of  Silverdale,  which  stood  far 
remote  from  any  civilisation  but  its  own  on  the  frozen 
levels  of  the  great  white  plain. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


ANTICIPATIONS. 

It  was  late  at  night,  and  outside  the  prairie  lay  white 
and  utterly  silent  under  the  Arctic  cold,  when  Maud 
Bamngton,  who  glanced  at  it  through  the  double 
windows,  ilung  back  the  curtains  with  a  little  shiver, 
and  turning  towards  the  fire,  sat  down  on  a  little 

-Ivet  footstool  beside  her  aunt's  knee.  She  had 
snaken  out  the  coils  of  lustrous  brown  hair  which 
flowed  about  her  shoulders  glinting  in  the  light  of  the 
shaded  lamp,  and  it  was  with  a  little  gesture  of 
physical  content  she  stretched  her  hands  towards  the 
hearth.  A  crumbling  birch  log  still  gleamed  redly 
amidst  the  feathery  ashes,  but  its  effect  was  chiefly 
artistic,  for  no  open  fire  could  have  dissipated  the  cold 
of  the  prairie,  and  a  big  tiled  stove  brought  from 
Teutonic  Minnesota,  furnished  the  needful  warmth. 
The  girl's  face  was  partly  in  shadow,  and  her  figure 
foreshortened  by  her  pose,  which  accentuated  its 
rounded  outline  and  concealed  its  willowy  slender- 
ness  ;  but  the  broad  white  forehead  and  straight  nose 
became  visible  when  she  moved  her  head  a  trifle,  and 
a  faintly  humorous  sparkle  crept  into  the  clear  brown 
eyes.  Possibly  Maud  Harrington  looked  her  best  just 
then,  for  the  lower  part  of  the  pale-tinted  face  was  a 
trifle  too  firm  in  its  modelling. 

"  No,  I  am  not  tired,  aunt,  and  I  could  not  sleep 
$1 
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1'ust  now,"  she  said.     "  You  see,  after  leaving  all  that 
ithind  one,  one  feels,  as  it  were,  adrift,  and  it  is 
necessary  to  realise  one's  self  again." 

The  little  silver-haired  lady  who  sat  in  the  big 
basket-chair  smiled  down  upon  her  and  laid  a  thin 
white  hand  that  was  still  beautiful  upon  the  gleaming 
hair. 

"  I  can  understand,  my  dear,  and  am  glad  you 
enjoyed  your  stay  in  the  city,  because  sometimes 
when  I  count  your  birthdays,  I  can't  help  a  fancy 
that  you  are  not  young  enough,"  she  said.  "  You 
have  lived  out  here  with  two  old  people  who  belong 
to  the  past  too  much." 

The  girl  moved  a  little,  and  swept  her  glance 
slowly  round  the  room.  It  was  small  and  scantily 
furnished,  though  great  curtains  shrouded  door  and 
window,  and  here  and  there  a  picture  relieved  the 
bareness  of  the  walls,  which  were  pannelled  with 
roughly-dressed  British-Columbian  cedar.  The  floor 
was  of  redwood,  diligently  polished  and  adorned,  not 
covered,  by  one  or  two  skins  brought  by  some  of 
Colonel  Barrington's  younger  neighbours  from  the 
Rockies.  There  were  two  basket-chairs  and  a  plain, 
redwood  table  ;  but  in  contrast  to  them  a  cabinet  of 
old  French  workmanship  stood  in  one  comer  bearing 
books  in  dainty  bindings,  and  two  great  silver  candle- 
sticks. The  shaded  lamp  was  also  of  the  same  metal, 
and  the  whole  room  with  its  faint  resinous  smell  con- 
veyed, in  a  fashion  not  uncommon  on  the  prairie,  a 
suggestion  of  taste  and  refinement  held  in  check  by  at 
least  comparative  poverty.  Colonel  Barrington  was  a 
widower  who  had  been  esteemed  a  man  of  wealth,  but 
the  founding  of  Silverdale  had  made  a  serious  inroad 
on  his  finances.  Even  yet,  though  he  occasionally 
practised  it,  he  did  not  take  kindly  to  economy. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  girl,  "  I  enjoyed  it  all — and  it  was 
so  'different  from  the  prairie." 

There  was  comprehension,  and  a  trace  of  S5anpathy, 
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sSd^ "  Th!r°"''  ""'•;■ "  '^"^  "1^  ^  ^'t'l^'  ^y  dear." 
Hpr  nW»  1  ^  "'1^"°*-^  ^'^^t  '^^^ '«  your  fetters  " 
Her  niece  glanced  dreamQyJnto  the  sinking  fire  as 
though  she  would  call  up  the  a^ictures  therL^  "But 
you  know  It  aJl-the  life  I  have  only  had  riimpses  of 
WeU.  forjhe  first  few.months  I  ahnost  loft  my  hlad 

It  was  then  I  was,  perhaps,  just  a  trifle  thoughtless." 

Hiffi?  u'l'^'u",'^^"'^'*  '^'^y  l^"«hed  softly.*  "It  is 
difficult  to  beheve  it,  Maud." 

The  giri  shook  her  head  reproachfuUy.  "  I  know 
what  you  mean,  and  perhaps  you  are  right  for  that 
was  what  Twoinette  insinuated,"  she  law  "She 
actually  told  me  that  I  should  be  thankfil  I  had  a 
bram  since  I  had  no  heart.  Still,  at  first  I  let  mS 
go  and  It  was  delightful-the  opera,  the  danceS 
the  covered  skating  rink  with  the  music  and  the 
black  ice  flashing  beneath  the  lights.  The  whirr  of 
he  toboggans  down  the  great  sliJe  was  finer  still,  and 
the  torchight  meets  of  the  snowshoe  clubs  on  the 
inountam.    Yes,  I  think  I  was  really  young  while  it 

;;  For  a  month,"  said  the  elder.  "  And  after  ?  " 
fhen,  said  the  girl  slowly,  "it  aU  seemed  to  grow 
a  trifle  purposeless,  and  there  was  something  that 
spoiled  It.  fwoinette  was  quite  angry.and  I  knfw  her 
mother  wrote  ,you-but  it  was  not  my  fau^rrunt 
How  was  I,  a  guileless  rirl  from  the  prLie.  to  gu^ 
tihat_such  a  man  woufd   fling  the  handkerchilf  to 

The  evenness  of  tone  and  entire  absence  of  em- 
fa^t'tw  tH*  "^^^  significant.  It  also  pointed  to  the 
Ba^n^J  there  was  a  closer  confidence  Between  Maud 
m^^  ^  °'i5"'^  t^'  ^""'  t'^an  °"en  exists  between 
mother  and  daughter,  and  the  elder  lady  stroked  the 

mralJtSafcd?."''  ^^^*"^*  ^^^  ^-  ^'^^ 
"  My  dear,  you  know  you  are  beautiful,  ^d  you 
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have  the  cachet  that  all  the  Courthomes  wear.  Still, 
you  could  not  like  him.    Tell  me  about  him." 

Maud  Harrington  curled  herself  up  further.  "  I 
think  I  could  have  hked  him,  but  that  was  all,"  she 
said.  "  He  was  nice  to  look  at  and  did  all  the  little 
things  gracefully ;  but  he  had  never  done  ansrthing 
else,  never  would,  and,  I  fancy,  had  never  wanted  to. 
Now,  a  man  of  that  kind  would  very  soon  pall  on  me, 
and  I  should  have  lost  my  temper  trying  to  waken 
him  to  his  responsibilities." 

"  And  what  kind  of  man  would  please  you  ?  " 

Maud  Harrington's  eyes  twinkled,  but  the  fact  that 
she  answered  at  all  was  a  proof  of  the  sympathy 
between  herself  and  the  questioner.  "  I  do  not  know 
that  I  am  anxious  any  of  them  should,"  she  said. 
"  Hut,  since  you  ask,  he  would  have  to  be  a  man  first : 
a  toiling,  striving  animal,  who  could  hold  his  own 
amidst  his  fellows  wherever  he  was  placed.  Secondly, 
one  would  naturally  prefer  a  gentleman,  though  I  do 
not  like  the  word,  and  one  would  fancy  the  combina- 
tion a  trifle  rare,  because  brains  and  birth  do  not 
necessarily  tally,  and  the  man  educated  by  the 
struggle  for  existence  is  apt  to  be  taught  more  than 
he  ever  would  be  at  Oxford  or  in  the  army.  Still, 
men  of  that  stamp  forget  a  good  deal,  and  learn  so 
much  that  is  undesirable,  you  see.  In  fact,  I  only 
know  one  man  who  would  have  suited  me,  and  he  is 
debarred  by  age  and  affinity— but,  because  we  are  so 
much  alike,  I  can't  help  fancying  that  you  once 
knew  another." 

The  smile  in  Miss  Harrington's  face,  which  was  still 
almost  beautiful  as  well  as  patient,  became  a  trifle 

wistful. 

"There  are  few  better  men  than  my  brother, 
though  he  is  not  clever,"  she  said  and  dropped  her 
voice  a  little.  "  As  to  the  other,  he  died  in  India— 
beside  his  mountain  gun — long  ago.,' 

"  And  you  have  never  forgotten  ?    He  must  have 
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been  worth  it— I  wonder  if  loyalty  and  chivalric  faith 
belong  only  to  the  past,"  said  the  girl,  reaching  up 
a  rounded  arm  and  patting  her  aunt's  thin  hand. 

And  now  we  will  be  practical.  I  fancied  the  head 
of  the  settlement  looked  worried  when  he  met  me, 
and  he  is  not  very  proficient  at  hiding  his  feelings." 

Miss  Barrington  sighed.  "I  am  afraid  that  is 
nothmg  very  new,  and  with  wheat  steadily  falling 
and  our  granaries  full,  he  has  cause  for  anxiety. 
Then  the  fact  that  Lance  Courthorne  has  divided 
your  mheritance  and  is  going  to  settle  here  has  been 
troubling  him." 

"  The  first  is  the  lesser  evil,"  said  the  girl,  with  a 
little  laugh.  "  I  wore  very  short  frocks  when  I  last 
saw  Lance  in  England,  and  so  far  as  I  can  remember 
he  had  the  face  of  an  angel  and  the  temper  of  a  devil. 
But  did  not  my  uncle  endeavour  lo  buy  him  off,  and 
—for  I  know  you  have  been  finding  out  things— 
I  want  you  to  tell  me  all  about  him." 

"He  would  not  take  the  money, "said  Miss  Barring- 
ton,  and  sat  in  thoughtful  silence  a  space.  Then, 
and  perhaps  she  had  a  reason,  she  quietly  recounted 
Courthome's  Canadian  history  so  far  as  her  brother  i 
agents  had  been  able  to  trace  it,  not  omitting,  dainty 
m  thought  and  speech  as  she  was,  one  or  two  mcidents 
which  a  mother  might  have  kept  back  from  her 
daughter's  ears.  StiU,  it  was  very  seldom  that  Miss 
Bamngton  made  a  blunder.  There  was  a  faint  pink- 
ness  in  her  face  when  she  concluded,  but  she  was  not 
surprised  when,  with  a  slow,  sinuous  movement,  the 
girl  rose  to  her  feet.  Her  cheeks  were  very  slightly 
flushed,  but  there  was  a  significant  sparkle  in  her 
eyes. 

"  Oh,"  she  said,  with  utter  contempt.  "  How 
sickening  !    Are  there  men  like  that  ?  " 

There  was  a  httle  silence,  emphasised  by  the  snap- 
ping m  the  stove,  and  if  Miss  Barrington  had  spoken 
with  an  object  she  should  have  been  contented.    The 
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firl  was  imperious  in  her  anger,  whicli  was  caused 
y  something  deeper  than  startled  prudery. 
"It  is,"  said  the  litUe  white-haired  lady,  "aU 
quite  true.  Still,  I  must  confess  that  my  brother 
and  myself  were  a  trifle  astonished  at  the  report  of 
the  lawyer  he  sent  to  confer  with  Lance  in  Montana. 
One  would  almost  have  imagined  that  he  had  of  late 
been  tr}ang  to  made  amen(fe." 

The  girl's  face  was  very  scornful.    "  Could  a  man 
with  a  past  Uke  that  ever  live  it  down." 

"  We  have  a  warrant  for  believing  it,"  said  Miss 
Barrington  quietly,  as  she  laid  her  hand  on  her  com- 
panion s  arm.  "  My  dear,  I  have  told  you  what 
Lance  was,  because  I  felt  it  was  right  that  you  should 
know  ;  but  none  of  us  can  tell  what  he  may  be,  and 
if  the  man  is  honestly  trying  to  lead  a  different  life, 
all  I  ask  is  that  you  should  not  wound  bim  by  any 
manifest  suspicion.  Those  who  have  never  been 
tempted  can  afford  to  be  merciful." 
^^  Maud  Barrington  laughed  somewhat  curiously. 
"  You  are  a  very  wise  woman,  aunt,  but  you  are  a 
little  transparent  now  and  then,"  she  said.  "  At  least, 
he  shall  have  a  fair  trial  without  prejudice  or  favour — 
and  if  he  fails,  as  fail  he  will,  we  shall  find  the  means 
of  punishing  him." 

'  We  ?  "  said  the  elder  lady,  a  trifle  maliciously. 
The  girl  nodded  as  she  moved  towards  the  door- 
way, and  then  turned  a  moment  with  the  folds  of  the 
big  red  curtain  flung  behind  her.  It  forced  up  the 
sweeping  lines  of  a  figure  so  delicately  moulded  that 
its  denderness  was  scarcely  apparent,  for  Maud 
Barrineton  still  wore  a  long,  sombre  dress  that  had 
assisted  in  her  triumphs  in  the  city.  It  emphasised 
the  clear  pallor  of  her  skin  and  the  brightness  of  her 
eyes,  as  she  held  herself  very  erect  in  a  pose  which, 
while  assumed  in  mockery,  had  yet  in  it  something 
that  was  almost  imperial. 
"  Yes,"  she  said.    "  We.    You  know  who  is  the  ' 
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S^^''c^l''m^  the  throne  at  SUverdale.  and  what  the 
boys,_call  me.    And  now.  good-night.    Sleep  weU. 

She  went  out.  and  Miss  Harrington  sat  very  still 
fK;*'  '^"^  "«t  r«  curiou^  th^lS  tato 
the  fe-e  Pnncess  of  the  Prairi^-and^it  fit^  her 
wdl,"  she  said,  and  then  sighed  a  lit™  And  if?he?e 

We  iS'h»v^'^"'^  '\*f'  «^^  '*  °»»y  ^  fortunate 
W^all  have  our  troubles -and   ^heat  is  going 

fJli^H^^^l"*??*'  '***  ^  '*  was.  Colonel  Barring- 
ton  and  his  chief  lieutenant.  Gordon  Dane,  sat  in  hL 

a^dT^«     TK  ^^    "  Wmmpe|.    The  room  was  big 
and  bare.    There  were  a  few  fine  heads  of  anteloM 

Engl^h-made  shot  guns  and  rifles,  while  a  rw  0 
ndmg  crops.  sJver-mounted,  and  some  handled  with 
ivory,  stood  m  a  comer.  AU  these  represented 
amusement  while  two  or  three  treatise  on  vSaS 
suweryand  agriculture  lying  amidst  Engl^h3 
Str^  Vifr^  '""^^-  P'-^'«nably%tood  for 
r™J.,^"*K  u,''°?'P*''^"  *^  signtecant.  and 
Graham,  the  ^ymmp^  wheat-brokerf  noticed  it  as 
he  hstened  paUentlv  to  the  views  of  cilonel  llrrin^! 
ton.  who  nevertheless  worked  hard  enough  in  l2s 
own   fashion.    Unfortunately,   it   was   mhe^  thi 

oS^plSl^"*"*  '^""^  ">-  thafc'oLit 
"  And  now,"  he  said,  with  a  trace  of  the  anxiety  he 

Graham  smiled  a  little.    "  It  isn't  very  much 

c^?f  dowi!"  "^^  ""  y""  ******  "«  you^atX^ 

Now  Harrington  did  not  like  the  broker's  smile     It 
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as  he  was  capable  of  doing,  he 
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had  no  great  esteem  for  men  of  business.    Nor  did  it 
please  him  to  be  addressed  as  "  Colonel." 

"  That,"  he  said  coldly,  "  is  out  of  the  question.  I 
would  not  sell  at  the  last  market  price.  Besides,  you 
have  hitherto  acted  as  my  broker." 

Graham  nodded.  "  TTie  market  price  will  be  less 
than  what  I  offered  you  in  a  week,  and  I  could 
scarcely  sell  vour  wheat  at  it  to-day.  I  was  going  to 
hold  it  myself,  because  I  can  occasionally  get  a  little 
more  from  one  or  two  millers  who  like  that  special 
grade.  Usual  sorts  I'm  selling  for  a  fall.  Quite 
sure  the  deal  wouldn't  suit  you  ?  " 

Barrington  lighted  a  fresh  cigar,  though  Graham 
noticed  that  he  had  smoked  very  little  of  the  one  he 
flung  away.    This  was,  of  course,  a  trifle,  but  it  is  the 
tnfles  that  coimt  in  the  aggregate  upon  the  prairie, 
as  they  not  infrequently  do  elsewhere. 
"  I  fancy  I  told  you  so,"  he  said. 
The  broker  glanced  at  Dane,  who  was  a  big, 
bronzed  man,  and,  since  Barrington  could  not  see 
hun,  shook  his  head  deprecatingly 
«  c'  •^°"  "^^^  consider  that  decided,  Graham,"  he  said. 
'Still,  can  you  as  a  friendly  deed  give  us  any  notion 
of  what  to  do  ?    As  you  know,  farming,  especially  at 
Silverdale,  costs  money,  and  the  banks  are  demanding 
an  iniquitous  interest  just  now,  while  we  are  carrying 
over  a  good  deal  of  wheat." 

Graham  nodded.  He  understood  why  farming 
was  unusually  expensive  at  Silverdale,  and  was,  in 
recd'-xtion  of  past  favours,  inclined  to  be  dis- 
mterestedly  friendly. 

"  If  I  were  you  I  would  sell  right  along  for  forward 
H»).wery  at  a  few  cents  under  the  market." 

"  It  is  a  trifle  difficult  to  see  how  that  would  help 
us, '  said  Barrington,  with  a  little  gesture  of  irritation, 
»or  it  almost  seemed  that  the  broker  was  deriding  him. 
"  No  1 "  said  the  man  from  Winnipeg,  "  on  the  con- 
trary, it's  quite  easy.    Now  I  can  predict  that  wheat 
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win  touch  lower  pnces  still  before  you  have  to  make 
delivery,  and  it  isn't  very  difficult  to  figure  out  the 
profit  on  selling  a  thing  for  a  doUar  and  then  buyinir 
It.  when  you  have  to  produce  it  at  ninety  cents.  Of 
course,  there  is  a  risk  of  the  market  going  against 
you,  but  you  could  buy  at  the  first  rise,  and  you've 
your  stock  to  dole  out  in  case  anybody  cornered 

"  I?**'"^!****  ^*"*  thoughtfully,  "  appears  quite 
sensible.  Of  course,  it's  a  speculation,  but  presum- 
ably we  couldn't  be  much  worse  off  than  we  are. 
Wave  you  any  objections  to  the  scheme,  sir  ?  " 

Barnngton  laid  down  his  cigar,  and  glanced  with 
astonished  severity  at  the  speaker.  "  Unfortunately, 
1  have.  We  are  wheat  growers,  and  not  wheat  stock 
jugglers.  Our  purpose  is  to  farm,  and  not  swindle 
and  he  in  the  wheat  pits  for  decimal  differences  I 
have  a  distmct  antipathy  to  anything  of  the  kind." 

But,  sir,   said  Dane,  and  Barrington  stopped  him 
with  a  gesture. 

"I  would,"  he  said,  "  as  soon  turn  gambler.    Still, 
whUe  It  has  always  been  a  tradition  at  SUverdale 
that  the  head  of  the  settlement's  lead  is  to  be  followed 
that  need  not  prevent  you  putting  on  the  gloves  with 
the  wheat-nng  blacklegs  in  Winnipeg." 

Dane  blushed  a  little  under  his  tan,  and  then 
smUed  as  he  remembered  the  one  speculative  venture 
his  leader  had  indulged  in,  for  Colonel  Harrington 
was  a  somewhat  hot-tempered  and  vindictive  man. 
He  made  a  little  gesture  of  deprecation  as  he  glanced 
at  Graham,  who  straightened  himself  suddenly  in  his 

"  I  should  not  think  of  doing  so  in  face  of  your 
opinion,  sir,"  he  said.  "There  is  an  end  to  the 
thing,  Graham  !  " 

TTie  broker's  face  was  a  trifle  grim.  "  I  gave  you 
good  advice  out  of  friendship.  Colonel,  and  there  are 
men  with  dollars  to  spare  who  would  value  a  hint 
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from  me,  he  said.  "  Still,  as  it  doesn't  seem  to 
stnke  you  the  right  way,  I've  no  use  for  arguing. 
Keep  your  wheat— and  uay  banlc  interest  if  you  want 
any  help  to  carry  over.'' 

'Thanks,"  said  Dane  quietly.  "They  charge 
tolerably  high,  but  I've  seen  what  happens  to  the 
man  who  meddles  with  the  mortgage-broker." 

Graham  nodded.  "  Well,  as  I'm  starting  out  at 
SIX  o'clock,  it's  time  I  was  asleep,"  he  said.  "  Good- 
niAt  to  you.  Colonel." 

Barrin^on  shook  hands  with  Graham,  and  then 
sighed  a  little  when  he  went  out.  "  I  believe  the  man 
is  honest,  and  he  is  a  guest  of  mine,  or  I  should  have 
dressed  him  down,"  he  said.  "  I  don't  hke  the  way 
things  are  going,  Dane  ;  and  the  fact  is  we  must  find 
accommodation  somewhere,  because  now  I  have  to 
pay  out  so  much  on  my  ward's  account  to  that 
confounded  Courthome,  it  is  necessary  to  raise 
more  dollars  than  the  banks  will  give  me.  Now, 
there  was  a  broker  fellow  wrote  me  a  very  civil 
letter." 

Dane,  who  was  a  thoughtful  man,  ventured  to  lay 
his  hand  upon  his  leader's  arm.  "  Keep  yourself 
and  Miss  Harrington  out  of  those  fellows' dutches, 
at  any  cost,"  he  said. 

Barrington  shook  off  his  hand  and  looked  at  him 
sternly.  "  Are  you  not  a  trifle  young  to  adopt  that 
tone  ?  "  he  asked. 

Dane  nodded.  "  No  doubt  I  am,  but  I've  seen  a 
httle  of  mortgage  jobbing.  You  must  try  to  over- 
look It.    I  did  not  mean  to  offend." 

He  went  out,  and,  while  Colonel  Barrington  sat 
down  before  a  sheaf  of  accounts,  sprang  into  a 
waiting  sleigh.  "It's  no  use;  we've  got  to  go 
through,"  he  said  to  the  lad  who  shook  the  reins. 
"  Graham  made  a  very  sensible  suggestion,  but  our 
respected  leader  came  down  on  him,  as  he  did  on  me. 
You  see,  one  simply  can't  talk  to  the  Colonel ;  and 
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it's  unfortunate  Miss  Barrington  didn't  marry  that 
man  m  Montreal. 

"  I  don't  know  "  said  the  lad.  "  Of  course,  there 
are  not  many  mrls  like  Maud  Barrington,  but  is  it 
necessary  she  should  go  outside  Silverdale  ?  " 

Dane  lathed.  "  None  of  us  would  be  old  enough 
lor  MiM  Barrington  when  we  were  fifty.  Tlie 
trouble  IS,  that  we  spend  half  our  time  in  play,  and 
1  ve  a  notion  it  s  a  man,  and  not  a  genUeman  dilet- 
tante, she's  looking  for." 

"  Isn't  that  a  curious  way  of  putting  it  ?  "  asked 
njs  compamon. 

Dane  nodded.  "  It  may  be  the  right  one.  Woman 
lb  as  she  was  made,  and  I've  had  more  than  a 
suspicion  lately  that  a  litUe  less  refinement  would 
^'^T"^  u^""^,  ^*  SUverdale.  Anyway,  I  hope 
she  U  find  hun,  for  it's  a  man  with  grit  and  energ\s 
who  could  put  a  little  desirable  pressure  on  the 
Colonel  occasionaUy,  we're  all  wanting.  Of  course, 
I  m  backing  my  leader,  though  it's  going  to  cost  me 
a_good  deal,  but  it's  time  he  had  somebody  to  help 

thl'  *^''*7?i'^*^  "f^*^  ^*?=*'P*  assistance,"  said  the  lad 
thoughtfuUy.  "  That  is,  unless  the  man  who  offered 
It  was,  or  became  by  marriage,  one  of  the  dynasty." 
Of  course,"  said  Dane.  "  That's  why  I'm  in- 
ched to  take  a  fatherly  interest  in  Miss  Bar  ington's 
affairs.  It  s  a  misfortune  we've  heard  notiimg  very 
reassunng  about  Courthorne."  ^ 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


WIT  ham's  decision. 

Farmer  Witham  crossed  the  frontier  without 
molestation  and  spent  one  night  in  a  little  wooden 
town,  where  several  people  he  did  not  speak  to 
apparently  recognised  him.  Then  he  pushed  on  south- 
wards, and  passed  a  week  in  the  especially  desolate 
settlement  he  had  been  directed  to.  A  few  dilapidated 
frame  houses  rose  out  of  the  white  wilderness  beside 
the  broad,  beaten  trail,  and,  for  here  the  prairie 
rolled  south  in  long  rises  like  the  wakes  of  a  frozen 
sea,  a  low  wooden  building  on  the  crest  of  one  cut  the 
skyhne  a  league  away.  It  served  as  outpost  for  a 
squadron  of  United  States  cavalry,  and  the  troopers 
daily  maligned  the  Government  which  had  sent  them 
into  that  desolation  on  police  duty. 

There  was  nothing  else  visible  but  a  few  dusky 
groves  of  willows  and  dazzhng  snow.  The  ram- 
shackle wooden  hotel  was  rather  more  than  usually 
badly-kept  and  comfortless,  and  Witham,  who  had 
managed  to  conciliate  his  host,  felt  relieved  one 
afternoon  when  the  latter  flung  down  the  cards 
disgustedly. 

'  I  guess  I've  had  enough,"  he  said.  "  Playing  for 
stakes  of  this  kind  isn't  good  enough  for  you  !  " 

Witham  laughed  a  little  to  hide  his  resentment,  as 
he  said,  "  I  don't  quite  understand." 
7' 
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ous  i2lS*e'  ".?^li''*,A'n«rica„,  with  a  contemptu- 

-ujuii  I  go  o.Uu  then?  too    con    anvwav       tk. 

don't  know  ahnnf  !  k    '.  ^^"^^  "°t  ™"<:h  you 
tX  thl^     ?    .  '  ^  •'•^^st'  anyway,  and  vou  can 

»1=!T  <       •  ^-      ^^°  Srovm  very  tired  of  his  host  wi. 
h^ever  bent  tl^"S^  t?"".,f  L^"<=«  Courthome. 

whistled' past  W^^  1"^^  1^**'  '*"***'  *h«  ^°'<1  ^"^ 
beneath   fhf  '  ^'^^J^^  snow  whirled  up  from 

beneath   the  runners;   but   while  he  listen^  tte 
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rhythmic  drumming  behind  him  also  quickened  a 
httle.  Then  a  faintly  musical  jingle  of  steel  accom- 
panied the  beat  of  hoofs,  and  Witham  ^nced  about 
liim  with  a  little  laugh  of  annoyance.  The  dusk  was 
creeping  across  the  prairie,  and  a  pale  star  or  two 
growing  into  brilliancy  in  the  cloudless  sweep  of 
indigo. 

"It's  getting  a  trifle  tiresome.  I'll  find  out  what 
the  fellow  wants,"  he  said. 

Wheeling  the  team,  he  drove  back  the  way  he 
came,  and,  when  a  dusky  object  materialised  out  of 
the  shadows  beneath  the  birches,  swung  the  horses 
right  across  the  trail.  The  snow  lay  deep  on  either  side 
ofit  just  there,  with  a  sharp  crust  upon  its  surface, 
whicli  rendered  it  inadvisable  to  take  a  horse  round 
the  sleigh.  The  mounted  man  accordingly  drew  bridle, 
and  the  jingle  and  rattle  betokened  his  profession, 
though  it  was  already  to.>  lark  to  see  him  clearly. 

"  Hallo  !  "  he  said.  "  Been  buying  this  trail  up, 
stranger  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Witham  quietly,  though  he  still  held 
his  team  across  the  way.  "  Still,  I've  got  the  same 
Ti^ht  as  any  other  citizen  to  walk  or  drive  along  it 
without  anybody  prowling  after  me,  and  just  now 
I  want  to  know  if  there  is  a  reason  I  shoidd  be 
favoured  with  your  company." 

The  trooper  laughed  a  little.  "  I  guess  there  is. 
It's  down  in  the  orders  that  whoever's  on  patrci  near 
the  settlement  should  keep  his  eye  on  you.  You 
see,  if  you  lit  out  of  here  we  would  want  to  know 
just  where  you  were  going  to." 

"  I  am,"  said  Witham,  "  a  Canadian  ritizen,  and 
I  came  out  here  for  ouietness." 

"  Well,"  said  the  other,  "  you're  an  American  too. 
Anyway,  wnen  you  were  in  a  tight  place  down  in 
Regent  there,  you  told  the  boys  so.  Now,  no  sensible 
man  would  boast  of  being  a  Britisher  unless  it  was 
helping  him  to  play  out  his  hand." 
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are  trailing  meTr?"         ^^^  y°"  ^^^  the  bSys 
'  No,"  said  the  troooer    "  Sun   t  „ 

yrSiKhiS-^""^-''"-"-^^^^^^^ 

ba|SnSrtt'^5u^Ssr„l^ff-    "I'UHde 

JSTeighthilf ^'^•t''^  '"'"^'  ^""l  *r°«ed  behind 
biUo,vy^ri^';fth^"^^OP  and  down  over  the 

of  a  curious  expectancv  TK  K ''"'  ^^"""^^  ^^n^We 
had  led  seemK  have  It^'^^^  ^Pf'^  '««  h« 
though  he  susMcted  that  fhfS^  ^^"^^  ^^'  ^nd 
encebetween  his  escort  1!?'''*  "^^  "°  ««**  differ- 

sn  Sh'^rsSei^T^^^^^ 

what  thefuZe  thaHouH.  °iL  ^"  ^  ^*<="'««' 
mipht  have  in  store  for  hSn  ""'"  *^°'*'"J^' 

his  spirits  m^uoyant  ttthev'C^^'i*''''  ^"'^ 
months  when,  handw  the  1  „h^„,  i^"  f°'"«»ne 
he  walked  into  the  Siard  r^m  k  "  *?  *"  °"^«ly. 
in  uniform  glanced  f^STurioS''  T^"^  '""' 
shown  into  a  bare,  loeXn^d  h^^'  J^™  ^e  was 

last  two  adverse  se"asons"a.'tiSS°?3r  ^n'l 
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then  but  grimly,  experienced  the  same  delight  in  an 
adventure  that  he  had  done  when  he  came  out  to 
Canada. 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  can  return  the  compliment 
just  yet,"  he  said.  "  I  have  one  or  two  things  to 
ask  you." 

The  young  soldier  smiled  good-humouredly,  as  he 
flung  a  cigar  case  on  the  table.  "  Oh,  sit  down  and 
shake  those  furs  off,"  he  said.  "  I'm  not  a  worrying 
policeman,  and  we're  white  men,  anyway.  If  you'd 
been  twelve  months  in  this  forsaken  place  you'd 
know  what  I'm  feeling.  Take  a  smoke,  and  start 
in  with  your  questions  when  you  feel  like  it." 

Witham  lighted  a  cigar,  flung  himself  down  in  a 
hide  chair,  and  stretched  out  his  feet  towards  the 
stove.  "  In  the  first  place,  I  want  to  know  why  your 
boys  are  shadowing  me.  You  see,  you  couldn't 
arrest  me  unless  cur  folks  in  the  Dominion  had  got 
their  papers  through." 

The  officer  nodded.  "  No.  We  couldn't  lay  hands 
on  you,  and  we  only  had  orders  to  see  where  you 
went  to  when  you  left  this  place,  so  the  folks  there 
could  corral  you  if  they  got  the  papers.  That's 
about  the  size  of  it  at  present,  but,  as  I've  sent  a 
trooper  over  to  Regent,  I'll  know  more  to-morrow." 

Wtham  laughed.  "  It  may  appear  a  little 
astonishing,  but  I  haven't  the  faintest  notion  why 
the  police  in  Canada  should  worry  about  me.  Is 
there  any  reason  you  shouldn't  tell  me  ?  " 

The  officer  looked  at  him  thoughtfully.  "  Bluff  ? 
I'm  quite  smart  at  it  myself,"  he  said. 

"  No,"  and  Witham  shook  his  head.  "  It's  a 
straight  question.    I  want  to  know." 

"  Well,  said  the  other,  "  it  couldn't  do  much  harm 
if  I  told  yo\i .  You  were  running  whisky  a  little  while 
ago,  and,  though  the  folks  didn't  seem  to  suspect  it, 
you  had  a  farmer  or  a  rancher  for  a  partner — it 
appears  he  has  mixed  up  things  for  you." 
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ci^JlhiTAA    ^t'^  the  fanner  turned  to  roll  the 
^TW-Ck"*  not  need  it  between  his  fingers. 
tho,,i?  I     ^*  ?,^"'    ^'^  his  companion     "  Well 

tn  Mc¥"u^^*."P"Sht.  and  the  blood  that  sureed 

S'f'-'^"*- '"-"«« 

wouldn  t  be  sitting  there  smoking  that  cigar  ^   ^ 
his  v^f  ^"^S'*  ^'"^"Vte  before  "^itham  couid  trust 
tarn  me  for"^-^  '^  ^"'^  ^•°^'^>  "  ^""^  -"at  do  the? 

anjrthmg  turned  up  against  you."  ^  ^ 

..  f^nd  Witham  ?  "  said  the  farmer. 
Oot  away  with  a  trooper  dose  behind  him.    The 
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rest  of  them  had  headed  him  off  from  the  prairie,  and 
he  took  to  the  river.  Went  through  the  ice  and 
drowned  himself,  though  as  there  was  a  blizzard 
nobody  quite  saw  the  end  of  him,  and  in  case  there 
was  any  doubt  they've  got  a  warrant  out.  Farmer 
Witham's  dead,  and  if  he  isn't  he  soon  will  be,  for 
the  troopers  have  got  their  net  right  across  the 
prairie,  and  the  Canadians  don't  fool  time  away  as 
we  do  when  it  comes  to  hanging  anybody.  The  tale 
seems  to  have  worried  you.' 

Witham  sat  rigidly  still  and  silent  for  almost  a 
minute.  Then  he  rose  up  with  a  curious  little  shake 
of  his  shoulders. 

"  And  farmer  Witham's  dead.  Well,  he  had  a  hard 
life.  I  knew  him  rather  well,"  he  said.  "  Thank 
you  for  the  story.  On  my  word  this  is  th«  first  time 
I've  heard  it,  and  now  it's  time  I  was  goLig." 

The  officer  laughed  a  little.  "  Sit  right  down  again. 
Now,  there's  something  about  you  that  makes  me  like 
you,  and  as  I  can't  talk  to  the  boys,  I'll  give  you 
the  best  supper  we  can  raise  in  the  whole  foreaien 
country,  and  you  can  camp  here  until  to-morrow. 
It's  an  arrangement  that  will  meet  the  views  of 
everybody,  because  I'll  know  whether  the  Canadians 
want  you  or  not  in  the  morning." 

Witham  did  not  know  what  prompted  him  to 
agree,  but  it  all  seemed  part  of  a  purpose  that  impelled 
him  against  his  reasoning  will,  and  he  sat  still  beside 
the  stove  while  his  host  went  out  to  give  orders 
respecting  supper  and  the  return  of  the  sleigh.  He 
was  also  glad  to  be  alone  for  a  while,  for  now  and 
then  a  fit  of  aMer  shook  him  as  he  saw  how  he  had 
been  duped  by  Courthome.  He  had  heard  Shannon's 
story,  and,  remembering  it,  could  fancy  that  Cour- 
thorne  had  planned  the  troojier's  destruction  with  a 
devilish  cunning  that  recognised  by  what  means  the 
blame  could  be  laid  upon  a  guiltless  man.  Witham's 
face  became  mottled  with  grey  again  as  he  realised 
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h^m  "to  'Sn*'^*  -uld  reiK  undesfratK 
reSJtheTZ/;^  His  fann  would,  when  sold. 
tKortlZ   T  '^""°*<^  T"*  **•  =^'»<J  the  holder  of 

simfefa„1?h*°dr.?£-^^^^^^^^^ 

Homenc  fashion  in  the  North-West  while  wh^  the 

green  tea  v-as  finished  and  the  officer  nJheT  Iht 

said  *°''*""^  '°  farmer  Witham !  »  he 

the^Mrwi"  f'''^^^  *'™-    "  ^°>  ^'^'"  he  sair .    '•  if 
the  old  folks  taught  me  anght.  Witham's  in " 

"No"T«irf'  f'^''*'.^^  ^  the  faAier's  eye, 

on?eor^;^cf  wtSe  .J  «Xt  l°irSar /^ 

Sr^^rerS'*-''^"' *'•-'' -'^^'^^^•^ 

w&t,r&^S:^£*^j 
«i^it\-sfepsrr:^^^^^ 

tn  n/jt"^^'"  ***  ^'<^  disgustedly,  "youVe  not  well 

to-mght,  or  something  is  worryii^g  you."  ^" 

Witham  looked  up  with  a  Uttle  tWinkle  in  his  eyes 
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"  I  don't  know  that  there's  very  much  wrong  with 
me." 

"  Then,"  said  the  officer  decisively,  "  if  the  boys 
down  at  Regent  know  enough  to  remember  what 
trumps  are,  you're  not  Lance  Courthome.  Now, 
after  what  I'd  heard  of  you,  I'd  have  put  up  fifty 
dollars  for  the  pleasure  of  watching  your  game — and 
it's  not  worth  ten  cents  when  I've  seen  it." 

Witham  lauglied.  "  Sit  down  and  talk,"  he  said. 
"  One  isn't  always  in  his  usual  form,  and  there  are 
folks  who  get  famous  too  easily." 

They  talked  until  nearly  miduight,  sitting  close  'o 
the  stove,  while  a  doleful  wind  that  moaned  without 
drove  the  dust  of  snow  pattering  against  the  windows, 
and  the  shadows  grew  darker  in  the  corners  of  the 
great  log-walled  room  each  time  the  icy  draughts  set 
the  lamp  flickering.  Then  the  officer,  rising,  ex- 
pressed the  feelings  of  his  guest  as  he  said,  "  It's  a 
forsaken  country,  and  I'm  thankful  one  can  sleep 
and  forget  it." 

He  had,  however,  an  honourable  calling,  and  a 
welcome  from  friend  and  kinsman  awaiting  him  when 
he  went  East  again,  to  revel  in  the  life  of  the  cities, 
but  the  man  who  followed  him  silently  to  the  sleeping- 
room  had  nothing  but  a  half-instinctive  assurance 
that  the  future  covld  not  well  be  harder  or  more 
lonely  than  the  past  had  been.  Still,  farmer  Witham 
was  a  man  of  courage  with  a  quiet  belief  in  himself 
and  in  ten  minutes  he  was  fast  asleep. 

When  he  came  down  to  breakfast  his  host  was 
already  seated  with  a  bundle  of  letters  before  him, 
and  one  addressed  to  Courthome  lay  unopened  by 
Witham's  plate.  The  officer  nodded  when  he  saw 
him. 

"  The  trooper  has  come  in  with  the  mail,  and  your 
friends  in  Canada  are  not  going  to  worry  you, '  he 
said.  "  Now,  if  you  feel  like  staying  here  a  few  days, 
it  would  be  a  favour  to  me." 
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Witham  had  in  the  meanwhile  opened  the  envelope. 
He  knew  that  when  once  the  decision  was  made  there 
could  only  be  peril  in  half-measures,  and  his  eyes 
grew  thoughtful  as  he  read.  The  letter  had  been 
wntten  by  a  Winnipeg  lawyer  from  a  little  town  not 
v«y  ""away,  and  requested  Courthome  to  meet 
and  confer  with  him  respecting  certain  suggestions 
made  by  a  Colonel  Harrington.  Witham  decided  to 
take  the  risk. 

"  I'ni  sorry,  but  I  have  got  to  go  into  Annerly  at 
once,"  he  said.  ■' 

"  Then,"  said  the  officer,  "  I'll  drive  you  I've 
some  stores  to  get  down  there." 

They  started  after  breakfast,  but  it  was  dusk  next 
day  when  they  reached  the  Uttle  town,  and  Witham 
walked  quietly  into  a  private  room  of  the  wooden 
hotel,  where  a  middle-^ed  man  with  a  shrewd  face 
sat  waiting  him.  The  big  nickelled  lamp  tiickered  in 
the  draughts  that  found  their  way  in,  and  Witham 
was  ( ladof  it.though  he  was  outwardly  very  collected 
The  stubborn  patience  and  self-control  with  which  he 
had  faced  the  loss  of  his  wheat  crops  and  frozen  stock 
stood  hun  m  good  stead  now.  He  fancied  the  lawyer 
seemed  a  tnfle  astonished  at  his  appearance,  and  sat 
do\TO  wondenng  whether  ne  had  previously  spoken 
to  Courthome,  until  the  question  was  answered  for 
him. 

"Although  I  have  never  had  the  pleasure  of 
meeting  you  before,  I  have  acted  as  Colonel  Barring- 
ton  s  legal  adviser  ever  since  he  settled  at  SUverdale 
and  am,  therefore,  well  posted  as  to  his  affairs,  whicii 
are,  of  comse,  connected  with  those  of  your  own 
famUy,"  said  the  lawyer.  "We  can  accordingly 
talk  with  greater  freedom,  and  I  hope  without  the 
acerbity  which  in  your  recent  communications  some- 
what annoyed  the  Colonel !  " 

r-  ','  ^f'W  ^'"''^  Courthome,  who  had  never  heard  of 
Colonel  Barnngton,  "  I  am  ready  to  listen." 
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The  lawyer  drummed  on  the  table.  "  It  misht  be 
best  to  come  to  the  point  at  once,"  he  said.  "  Colonel 
Harrington  does  not  deem  it  convenient  that  you 
sho'jH.  settle  at  Silverdale,  and  would  be  prepared  to 
offei  you  a  reasonable  sum  to  relinquish  your  claim." 

■'  My  claim  ?  "  said  Witham,  who  remembered 
h.f  inc  heard  of  the  Silverdale  Colony,  which  lay 
several  hundred  miles  away. 

"  Of  course,"  said  the  lawyer.  "  The  legacy  lately 
left  you  by  Roger  Courthome.  I  have  brought  you 
a  schedule  of  the  wheat  in  store,  and  amounts  due  to 
you  on  various  sales  made.  You  will  also  find  the 
acreage,  stock,  and  implements  detailed  at  a  well- 
known  appraiser's  valuation,  which  you  could,  of 
course,  confirm,  and  Colonel  Harrington  would  hand 
you  a  cheque  for  half  the  total  now.  He,  however, 
asks  fbur  years  to  pay  the  balance,  which  would 
carry  bank  interest  in  the  meanwhile,  in." 

Witham,  who  was  glad  of  the  excuse,  spent  at  least 
ten  minutes  studying  the  paper,  and  realised  that  it 
referred  to  a  large  and  well-appointed  farm,  though 
it  occurred  to  him  that  the  crop  was  a  goo-l  deal 
smaller  than  it  should  have  been.  He  noticed  this,  as 
it  were,  instinctively,  for  his  brain  was  otherwise  very 
busy. 

"  Colonel  Harrington  seems  somewhat  anxious  to 
get  rid  of  me,"  he  said.  "  You  see,  this  land  is 
mine  by  right." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  lawyer.  "  Colonel  Barnneton  does 
not  dispute  it,  though  I  am  of  opinion  that  ne  might 
have  done  so  under  one  clause  of  the  will.  I  do  not 
think  we  need  discuss  his  motives." 

Witham  moistened  his  lips  with  his  tongue,  and  his 
lips  quivered  a  little.  He  had  hitherto  been  an 
honest  man,  and  now  it  was  impossible  for  him  to 
take  the  money.  It,  however,  appeared  equally 
impossible  to  reveal  his  identity  and  escape  the  halter, 
and  he  felt  that  the  dead  man  had  wronged  him 
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horribly.  He  was  entitled  at  least  to  safety  by  way 
of  compensation,  for  by  passing  as  Courthorne  he 
would  avoid  recogniticn  as  Witham. 

"  Still,  I  do  not  know  how  I  have  offended  Colonel 
Barrington,"  he  said. 

"I  would  sooner,"  said  the  lawyer,  "  not  go  into 
that.  It  is,  I  fancy,  fifteen  years  since  Colonel 
liamngton  saw  you,  but  he  desired  me  to  find  means 
of  tracmg  your  Canadian  record,  and  did  not  seem 
pleased  with  it.  Nor,  at  the  risk  of  offending  you 
could  I  deem  him  unduly  prejudiced."  ' 

"  In  fact,"  said  Witham  dryly,  "  this  man  who  has 
not  seen  me  for  fifteen  years  is  desirous  of  with- 
holding what  is  mine  from  me  at  almost  any  cost." 

The  lawyer  nodded.    "  There  is  nothing  to  be 

famed  by  endeavouring  to  controvert  it.    Colonel 
lamngton  is  also,  as  you  know,  a  somewhat  deter- 
mined gentleman." 

Witham  laughed,  for  he  was  essentially  a  stubborn 
man,  and  felt  little  kindliness  towards  anyone  con- 
nected with  Courthorne,  as  the  Colonel  evidently 
was. 

"  I  fancy  I  am  not  entirely  unlike  him  in  that 
respect,"  he  said.  "  What  you  have  told  me  makes 
nae  the  more  determined  to  follow  my  own  inclina- 
tion. Is  there  anyone  else  at  Silverdale  prejudiced 
agamst  me  ?  "  , 

The  lawyer  fell  into  the  trap.  "  Miss  Barrington, 
of  course,  takes  her  brother's  view,  and  her  niece 
would  scarcely  go  counter  to  them.  She  must  have 
been  a  very  young  giri  when  she  last  saw  you,  but 
from  what  I  know  of  her  character  I  should  expect 
her  to  support  the  Colonel." 

"  WeU,"  said  Witham,  "  I  want  to  think  over  the 
thin^.  We  will  talk  again  to-morrow.  You  would 
re(juire  itie  to  establish  my  identity,  anyway  ?  "        • 

'  The  fact  that  a  famous  inquiry  agent  has  traced 
your  movements  down  to  a  week  or  two  ago,  and 
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told  me  where  to  find  you,  will  render  that  simple," 
said  the  lawyer  dryly. 

Witham  sat  up  late  that  night  turning  over  the 
papers  the  lawyer  left  him,  and  thinking  hard.  It 
was  evident  that  in  the  meanwhile  he  must  pass  as 
Courthome,  but  as  the  thought  of  taking  the  money 
revolted  him,  the  next  step  led  to  the  occupation  of 
the  dead  man's  property.  The  assumption  of  it 
would  apparently  do  nobody  a  wrong,  while  he  felt 
that  Courthome  had  taken  so  much  from  him  that 
the  farm  at  Silverdale  would  be  a  very  small  repara- 
tion. It  was  not,  he  saw,  a  great  inheritance,  but  one 
that  in  the  right  hands  could  be  made  profitable, 
and  Witham,  who  had  fought  a  plucky  fight  with 
obsolete  and  worthless  implements  and  indifferent 
teams,  felt  that  he  could  do  a  great  deal  with  what 
was,  as  it  were,  thrust  upon  him  at  Silverdale.  It 
was  not  avarice  that  tempted  him,  though  he 
knew  he  was  tempted  now,  but  a  longing  to 
find  a  fair  outlet  for  his  energies,  and  show  what,  once 

Sven  the  chance  that  most  men  had,  he  could  do. 
e  had  stinted  himself  and  toiled  almost  as  a  beast  of 
burden,  but  now  he  could  use  his  brains  in  place  of 
wringing  the  last  effort  out  of  overtaxed  muscle.  He 
had  also  during  the  long  struggle  lost,  to  some  extent, 
his  clearness  of  vision,  and  only  saw  himself  as  a 
lonely  man  fighting  for  his  own  hand  with  fate  against 
him.  Now,  when  prosperity  was  offered  him,  it 
seemed  but  folly  to  stand  aside  when  he  could  stretch 
out  E  strong  hind  and  take  it. 
•  During  the  last  hour  he  sat  almost  motionless,  the 
issue  hung  in  the  balance,  and  he  laid  himself  down 
still  undecided.  Still,  he  had  lived  long  in  primitive 
fashion  in  close  touch  with  the  soil,  and  sank,  as  most 
men  would  have  done,  into  restful  sleep.  The  sun 
hung  red  above  the  rim  of  the  prairie  when  he 
awakened,  and  going  down  to  breakfast  found  the 
lawyer  waiting  for  him. 
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The  lawyer  looked  at  him  curiously.     "Would 
there  be  any  use  in  asking  you  to  reconsider  ?  " 
Witham    laughed.     "No,"    he    said.     "Now,    I 

^-!  li  h^t  *^? .^ajf  yo"  taUted  to  me,  and  if  it 
wouldn  t  be  disloyalty  to  the  Colonel,  I  should  be 
pleased  if  you  would  undertake  to  put  me  in  due 
possession  of  my  property." 

He  said  nothing  further,  and  the  lawyer  sat  down 
to  wnte  Colonel  Barrington. 

"  Mr.  Courthorne  proves  obdurate,"  he  said.  "  He 
IS,  however,  by  no  means  the  type  of  man  I  e.xpected 
to  hnd,  and  I  venture  to  surmise  that  you  will 
eventuaUy  discover  him  to  be  a  less  undesirable 
addition  to  Silverdale  than  you  are  at  present 
inclined  to  fancy." 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

WITHAM  COMES  TO  SILVERDALE. 

There  was  warmth  and  brightness  in  the  cedar- 
boarded  general  room  of  Saverdale  Grange,  and  most 
of  the  company  gathered  there  basked  in  it  con- 
tentedly after  their  drive  through  the  bitter  night 
Those  who  came  from  the  homesteads  lying  farthest 
out  had  risked  frost-nipped  hands  and  feet,  for  when 
Colonel  Bamngton  held  a  lev^e  at  the  Grange  nobody 
felt  equal  to  refusing  his  invitation.  Neither  scorching 
heat  nor  utter  cold  might  excuse  compliance  with  the 
wishes  of  the  founder  of  Silverdale,  and  it  was  not 
until  Dane,  the  big  middle-aged  bachelor,  had 
spoken  very  plamly,  that  he  consented  to  receive  his 
guests  m  time  of  biting  frost  dressed  otherwise  than 
as  they  would  have  appeared  in  England. 

Dane  was  the  one  man  in  the  settlement  who  dare 
remonstrate  with  its  ruler,  but  it  was  a  painful 
astonishment  to  the  latter  when  he  said,  in  answer  to 
one  invitation,  "  I  have  never  been  frost-bitten,  sir 
and  I  stand  the  cold  well,  but  one  or  two  of  the  lads 
are  weak  in  the  chest,  and  this  climate  was  never 
intended  for  bare-shouldered  women.  Hence  if  I 
come,  I  shall  dress  myself  to  suit  it."  ' 

Colonel  Barrington  stared  at  him  for  almost  a 
minute,  and  then  shook  his  head.  "  Have  it  vour 
own  way,"  he  said.    "  Understand  that  in  itself  I 
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care  very  little  for  dress,  but  it  is  only  by  holding  fast 

sTnkrn7in[fwT'  "r^l  "^  '^^^  P^^^«"t  <>""^«l'^ 
p&nf  fl  ^•'*^''".  ''f  bans'",  and  I  am  horribly 
afraid  of  the  thin  end  of  the  wedge  " 

w  if-."^  having  gained  his  point,  said  nothing  further, 
for  he  was  one  of  the  wise  and  silent  men  who  know 
when  to  stop,  and  that  evening  he  sat  in  a  corner 
watchm^   his   leader   thoughtfully,    for   there   was 

n?S'"  '^'^°^°!l^^V^^'-    Barrington  sat  :,ikM 
near  the  ample  hearth  whose  heat  would  scarcely  have 
kept  water  from  freezing  but  for  the  big  stove,  and 
disdaining  the  dispensation  made  his  guests,  he  was 
c  ad  conventionally,  though  the  smooth  black  fabric 
fnf  ^/^T'i*™  S?""^  "Shtly  than  it  had  once  been 
intended  to  do.    His  sister  stood,  with  the  stamp  of 
a  not  wholly  vanished  beauty  still  clinging  to  her 
gentle  face,  talking  to  one  or  two  matrons  from  out- 
lying farms,  and  his  niece  by  a  little  table  turning 
over  Eastern  photographs  with  a  few  young  girk' 
She   too   wore  black  in  deference  to  the  Colonel's 
taste  which  was  sombre,  and  the  garment  she  had 
laughed  at  as  a  compromise,  left  uncovered  a  narrow 
strip  of  ivory  shoulder  and  enhanced  the  polished 
whiteness  of  her  neck.     A  slender  string  of  pearls 
g:leamed  softly  on  the  satiny  skin,  but  Slaud  Har- 
rington wore  no  other  adornment,  and  did  not  need 

L:-ir^  D^**'"^^"*^^  ^'^^  Courthorne  comeliness, 
and  the  Barringtons  she  sprang  from  on  her  father's 
side  had  always  borne  the  stamp  of  distinction. 

A  young  girl  sat  at  the  piano  singing  in  a  thin 
reedy  voice,  while  an  English  lad  waitld  wUh  ill- 
concealed  jealousy  of  a  too  officious  companion  to 
turn  over  the  music  by  her  side.  Other  men,  mostly 
young,  with  weather-bronzed  faces,  picturesque  in 
embroidered  deerskin  or  velvet  lounge  iackets  were 
scattered  about  the  room,  and  all  were  waiting  for  the 

^Jfnnlr  '^HV'T!"'  '^^^  "^^P'aced  the  usual  prairie 
supper  at  SUverdale.    They  were  growers  of  wheat 
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who  combined  a  good  deal  of  amusement  with  a 
little  not  very  profitable  farming,  and  most  of  them 
possessed  a  large  share  of  insular  English  pride  and 
a  somewhat  depleted  exchequer. 

Presently  Dane  crossed  over,  and  sat  down  by 
Colonel  Barrington.  "  You  are  silent,  sir,  and  not 
looking  very  well  to-night,"  he  said. 

Barrington  nodded  gravely,  for  he  had  a  respect 
for  the  one  man  who  occasionally  spoke  plain  truth  to 
him.  "The  fact  is,  I  am  growing  old,"  he  siiid, 
and  then  added,  with  what  was  only  an  apparent 
lack  of  connection,  "  Wheat  is  down  three  cents,  and 
money  tighter  than  ever." 

Dane  looked  thoughtful,  and  noticed  the  older 
man's  glance  in  his  niece's  direction,  as  he  said,  "  I 
am  afraid  there  are  difficult  times  before  us." 

"  I  have  no  doubt  we  shall  weather  them  as  we 
have  done  before,"  said  the  Colonel.  "  Still,  I  can't 
help  admitting  that  just  now  I  feel— a  little  tired— 
and  am  commencing  to  think  we  should  have  been 
better  prepared  for  the  struggle  had  we  worked  a 
trifle  harder  during  the  recent  era  of  prosperity.  I 
could  wish  there  were  older  heads  on  the  shoulders  of 
those  who  will  come  after  mc." 

Just  then  Maud  Barrington  glanced  at  them,  and 
Dane,  who  could  not  remember  having  heard  his 
leader  talk  in  that  fashion  before,  and  could  guess  his 
anxieties,  weis  a  Uttle  touched  as  he  noticed  his 
attempt  at  sprightliness.  As  it  happened,  one  of 
the  lads  at  the  piano  commenced  a  song  of  dogs  and 
horses  that  had  little  to  recommend  it  but  the  brave 
young  voice. 

"  They  have  the  right  spirit,  sir,"  he  said. 

"  Of  course  !  "  said  Barrington.  "  They  are 
EngUsh  lads,  but  I  think  a  little  more  is  required. 
Thank  God  we  have  not  rated  the  dollar  too  high, 
but  it  is  possible  we  have  undervalued  its  utility,  and 
I  fear  I  have  only  taught  them  to  be  gentlemen." 
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"  That  is  a  good  deal,  sir,"  Dane  said  quietly. 

"  It  is.  Still,  a  gentleman,  in  the  restricted  sense, 
is  somewhat  of  an  anachronism  on  the  prairie,  and 
it  is  too  late  to  begin  again.  In  the  usual  course  of 
nature  I  must  lay  down  my  charge  presently,  and 
that  is  why  I  feel  the  want  of  a  more  capable  succes- 
sor, whom  they  would  follow  because  of  his  connec- 
tion with  mine  and  me." 

Dane  looked  thoughtful.  "  If  I  am  not  taking  a 
liberty— you  still  consider  the  one  apparently  born 
to  fill  the  place  quite  unsuitable  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Barrington  quietly.  "  I  fear  there  is 
not  a  redeeming  feature  in  Courthorne's  character." 

Neither  said  anything  further,  until  there  was  a 
tapping  at  the  door,  and,  though  this  was  a  most 
unusual  spectacle  on  the  prairie,  a  trim  English  maid 
in  white-banded  dress  stood  in  the  opening. 

"  Mr.  Courthome,  Miss  Barrington,"  she  said. 

Now  Silverdale  had  adopted  one  Western  custom 
in  that  no  chance  guest  was  ever  kept  waiting,  and 
the  music  ceased  suddenly,  whi'p  the  stillness  was 
very  suggestive,  when  a  man  a  ared  in  the  door- 
way. He  wore  one  of  the  Scandinavian  leather 
jackets  which  are  not  uncommon  in  that  country,  and 
when  his  eyes  had  become  accustomed  to  the  light, 
moved  forward  with  a  quiet  deliberation  that  was 
characterised  neither  by  graceful  ease  nor  the  re- 
straint of  embarrassment.  His  face  was  almost  the 
colour  of  a  Blackfoot's,  his  eyes  steady  and  grey,  but 
those  of  the  men  who  watched  him  were  next  moment 
turned  upon  the  Colonel's  sister,  who  rose  to  receive 
him,  slight,  silver-haired,  and  faded,  but  still  stamped 
with  a  simple  dignity  that  her  ancient  silks  and  laces 
curiously  enhanced.  Then  there  was  a  silence  that 
could  be  felt,  for  all  realised  that  a  good  deal  depended 
on  the  stranger's  first  words  and  the  fashion  of  his 
reception. 

Witham,  as  it  happened,  felt  this  too,  and  some- 
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thing  more.  It  was  eight  years  since  he  had  stood 
before  an  English  lady,  and  he  surmised  that  there 
could  not  be  many  to  compare  with  this  one,  while 
after  his  grim,  lonely  life  an  mtangible  something  that 
seemed  to  emanate  from  her  gracious  serenity  com- 
pelled his  homage.  Then  as  she  smiled  at  him  and 
held  out  her  hand,  he  was  for  a  moment  sensiDle  of  an 
almost  overwhelming  confusion.  It  passed  as  sud- 
denly, for  this  was  a  man  of  quick  perceptions,  and 
remembering  that  Courthorne  had  now  and  tiien 
displayed  some  of  the  grace  of  bygone  days  he  yielded 
to  a  curious  impulse,  and,  stooping,  kissed  tlie  little, 
withered  fingers. 

"I  have,'  he  said,  "  to  thank  you  for  a  welcome 
that  does  not  match  my  poor  deserts,  madam." 

Then  Dane,  standing  beside  his  leader,  saw  the 
gnmness  grow  a  trifle  less  marked  in  his  eyes.  "  It  is 
in  the  blood,"  he  said  half  aloud,  but  Dane  heard 
him  and  afterwards  remembered  it. 

In  the  meanwhile  Miss  Ba-rington  had  turned  from 
the  stranger  to  her  niece.  "  It  is  a  very  long  time 
since  you  have  seen  Lance,  Mail  J,  and,  though  I 
knew  his  mother  well,  I  am  less  lortunate,  because 
this  is  our  first  meeting,"  she  said.  "  I  wonder  if 
you  still  remember  my  niece." 

Now,  Witham  had  been  gratified  by  his  first 
success,  and  was  about  to  venture  on  the  answer  that 
it  was  impossible  to  forget ;  but  when  he  turned 
towards  the  very  stately  young  woman  in  the  long 
black  dress,  whose  eyes  had  a  sardonic  gleam,  and 
wondered  whether  he  had  ever  seen  anybody  so 
comely  or  less  inclined  to  be  companionable,  it  was 
borne  in  upon  him  that  any  speech  of  the  kind  would 
be  distinctly  out  of  place.  Accordingly,  and  because 
there  was  no  hand  held  out  in  this  case,  he  contented 
himself  with  a  little  bend  of  his  head.  Then  he  was 
presented  to  the  Colonel,  who  was  distantly  cordial, 
and  Witham  was  thankful  when  the  maid  appeared 
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in  the  doorway  again,  to  announce  that  dinner  was 
ready.    Miss  Harrington  laid  her  hand  upon  his  arm. 
Ycu  wiU  put  up  witli  an  old  woman's  company 
to-night  ?  "  she  said.  ^    -^ 

^^  Witham  glanced  down  deprecatingly  at  his  attire 
1  must  explain  that  I  had  no  intention  of  tres 
passmg  on  your  hospitality,"  he  said.  "  I  purposed 
gomg  on  to  my  own  homestead,  and  only  called  to 
acquamt  Colonel  Barrington  with  my  arrival  " 

Miss  Barnngton  laughed  pleasantly.  "  That,"  she 
said,  was  neither  dutiful  nor  friendly.  I  should 
have  fancied  you  would  also  have  desi-ed  to  oav 
your  respects  to  my  niece  and  me." 

Witham  was  not  quite  sure  what  he  answered,  but 
he  drew  in  a  deep  breath,  for  he  had  made  the  plunge 
and  felt  that  the  worst  was  over.    His  companion 
evidently  noticed  the  gasp  of  relief. 
"It  was  somewhat  of  an  ordeal  ?  "  she  said 
Witham  looked  down  upon  her  gravely,  and  Miss 
Barnngton  noticed  a  steadiness  in  his  eyes  she  had 
not  expected  to  see.    "  It  was,  and  I  feel  guilty 
because  I  was  horribly  afraid,"  he  said.    "  Now  I 
only  wonder  if  you  will  always  be  equally  kind  to  me  " 
Miss  Barrington  smUed  a  little,  but  the  man  fancied 
there  was  just  a  perceptible  tightening  of  the  hand 
upon  his  arm.     "I  would  like  to  be,   for  vour 
mother's  sake,"  she  said.  ^ 

Witham  understood  that  while  Courthorne's  iniqui- 
ties were  not  to  be  brought  up  against  him,  the  little 
gentle-voiced  lady  had  but  taken  him  on  trial  •  but 
perhaps  because  it  was  so  long  since  any  woman  had 
spoken  kmdly  words  to  him,  his  heart  went  out 
towards  her,  and  he  felt  a  curious  desire  to  compel 
her  good  opmion.  Then  he  found  himself  seated 
near  the  head  of  the  long  table,  with  Maud  Barring- 
ton on  his  other  hand,  and  had  an  uncomfortable 
feehng  that  most  of  the  faces  were  turned  somewhat 
frequently  in  his  direction.    It  is  also  possible  that 
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he  would  have  betrayed  himself,  had  he  been  bur- 
dened with  self-consciousness,  but  the  long,  bitter 
struggle  he  had  fought  alone  had  purged  himTof 
petty  weaknesses  and  left  him  the  closer  grasp'of 
essential  things,  with  the  strength  of  character  which 
is  one  and  the  same  in  all  men  who  possess  it,  what- 
ever may  be  their  upbringing. 

During  a  lull  in  the  voices,  Maud  Harrington,  who 
may  have  felt  it  incumbent  on  her  to  show  him  some 
scant  civility,  turned  towards  him  as  she  said,  "  I  am 
afraid  our  conversation  will  not  appeal  to  you. 
Partly  because  there  is  so  little  else  to  interest  us, 
we  talk  wheat  throughout  the  year  at  Silverdale." 

"  Well,"  said  Witham  *vith  a  curious  little  smile, 
"  wheat  as  a  topic  is  not  quite  new  to  me.  In  fact, 
I  know  almost  more  about  cereals  than  some  folks 
would  care  to  do." 

"  In  the  shape  of  elevator  warrants  or  Winnipeg 
market  margins,  presumably  ?  " 

Witham's  eyes  twinkled,  though  he  understood  the 
implication.  " No,'' he  said.  "The  wheat  I  handled 
was  in  250-round  bags,  and  I  occasionally  grew  some- 
what tired  of  pitching  them  into  a  waggon,  while  my 
speculations  usually  consisted  in  committing  it  to 
the  prairie  soil,  in  the  hope  of  reaping  forty  bushels  to 
the  acre,  and  then  endeavouring  to  be  content  with 
ten.  It  is  conceivable  that  operations  on  the  Winni- 
peg market  are  less  laborious  as  well  as  mce  profit- 
able, but  I  have  had  no  opportunity  of  trying  them." 

Miss  Harrington  looked  at  him  steadily,  and 
Witham  felt  the  blood  surge  to  his  forehead  as  he 
remembered  having  heard  of  a  certain  venture  made 
by  Courthorne,  which  brought  discredit  on  one  or  two 
men,  connected  with  the  affairs  of  a  ^rain  elevator. 
It  was  evident  that  Miss  Harrington  .ad  also  heard 
of  it,  and  no  man  cares  to  stand  convicted  of  falsifica- 
tion in  the  eyes  of  a  very  pretty  girl.  Still,  he 
roused  himself  with  an  effort, 
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"  It  is  neither  wise  nor  charitable  to  believe  all  one 
hears,"  he  said. 

The  girl  smiled  a  little,  but  the  man  still  winced 
mwardly  under  her  clear  brown  eyes  that  would  he 
fancied,  have  been  very  scornful  had  they  been  less 
mdmerent. 

"  I  do  not  remember  mentioning  having  heard 
anythmg,"  she  said.     "  Were  you  not  a  tnfle  pre- 
mature m  fare  of  the  proverb  ?  " 
^^  Witham's  face  was  a  trifle  grim,  though  he  laughed. 
_  Im  afraid  I  was;  but  I  am  warned,"  he  said 

Excuses  are,  after  all,  net  worth  much,  and  when 
I  make  my  defence  it  wiU  oe  before  a  more  merciful 
judge. 

Maud  Barrington's  curiosity  was  piqued.  Lance 
Courthorne,  outcast  and  gambler,  was  at  least  a 
different  stamp  of  man  from  the  type  she  had  been 
used  to,  and,  bein§  a  woman,  the  romance  that  was 
interwoven  with  his  somewhat  iniquitous  career  was 
not  without  its  attractions  for  her. 

"  I  did  not  know  that  you  included  farming  among 
your  talents,  and  should  have  fancied  you  would  have 
found  it — monotonous,"  she  said. 

"  I  did,"  and  the  provoking  smile  still  flickered  in 
Withams  eyes.  "Are  not  all  strictly  virtuous 
occupations  usually  so  ?  " 

"  It  is  probably  a  question  of  temperament.  I 
have,  of  course,  heard  sardonic  speeches  of  the  kind 
before,  and  felf  inclined  to  wonder  whether  those  who 
made  them  were  qualified  to  form  an  opinion." 

Witham  nodded,  but  there  was  a  little  ring  in  his 
voice.  "  Perhaps  I  laid  myself  open  to  the  thrust ; 
but  have  you  any  right  to  assume  I  have  never 
followed  a  commendable  profession  ?  " 

No  answer  was  immediately  forthcoming,  but 
Witham  did  wisely  when,  in  place  of  waiting  he 
turned  to  Miss  Harrington.  He  had  left  her  niece 
irritated,  but  the  trace  of  anger  she  felt  was  Ukely  to 
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enhance  her  interest.  The  meal,  however,  was  a 
trial  to  him,  for  he  had  during  eight  long  years  lived 
for  the  most  [  irt  apart  from  all  hie  Iilad,  ^  lonely 
toiler,  and  now  was  constrained  to  personate  a  man 
known  to  be  almost  dangerously  skilful  with  his 
tongue.  At  first  sight  the  task  appeared  almost 
insuperably  difficult,  but  Withara  was  a  clever  man, 
and  felt  all  the  thrill  oi  one  playing  a  risky  game  just 
then.  Perhaps  it  was  due  to  excitement  that  a  readi- 
ness he  had  never  fancied  himself  capable  of  came  to 
him  in  his  need,  and,  when  at  last  the  ladies  rose,  he 
felt  that  he  had  not  slipped  perilously.  Still,  he 
found  how  dry  his  lips  had  grown  when  somebody 
poured  him  a  glass  of  wine.  Then  he  became  sensible 
that  Colonel  Barrington,  who  had  apparently  been 
delivering  a  lengthy  monologue,  was  addressing 
him, 

"  The  outlook  is  sufficient  to  cause  us  some 
anxiety,"  he  said.  "  We  are  holding  large  stocks, 
and  I  can  see  no  prospect  of  anything  but  a  steaay 
fall  in  wheat.  It  is,  however,  presumably  a  little 
too  soon  to  ask  your  opinion." 

"  Well,"  said  Witham,  "  while  I  am  prepared  to 
act  upon  it,  I  would  recommend  it  to  others  with 
some  diffidence.  No  money  can  be  made  at  present 
by  fanning,  but  I  see  no  reason  why  we  should  not 
endeavour  to  cut  our  losses  by  selling  forward  down. 
If  caught  by  a  sudden  rally,  we  could  fall  back  on 
thegrain  we  hold." 

Tnere  was  a  sudden  silence,  until  Dane  said  softly, 
"  That  is  exactly  what  one  of  the  cleverest  brokers 
in  Winnipeg  recommended." 

"  I  think,"  said  Colonel  Barrington,  "  you  heard 
my  answer.  I  am  inclined  to  fancy  that  such  a 
measure  would  not  be  advisable  or  fitting,  Mr. 
Courthome.  You,  however,  presumably  know  very 
little  about  the  practical  aspect  of  the  wheat 
question  ? " 
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\v  itham  smiled.  "  On  the  contrary,  1  know  a 
great  deal." 

"  Yo"  do  ?  "  siiid  BurrinKton  sharply,  and  while  a 
blunderer  would  have  endeavoured  to  qualify  his 
statement,  Witham  stood  by  it. 

"You  are  evidently  not  aware,  sir,  hat  I  !iave  tried 
my  hand  at  farming,  though  not  very  successfully." 
"That,  at  least,"  said  Barrington  dryly,  as  he 
rose,  '  IS  quite  credible." 

When  they  went  into  the  smaller  room,  Witham 
crossed  over  to  where  Maud  Barrington  sat  alone, 
and  looked  down  upon  her  gravely.  ^'  One  discovers 
that  frankness  is  usually  best,"  he  said.  "  Now  1 
would  not  like  to  feel  that  you  had  determined  to  'be 
tmfnendly  with  me." 

Maud  Barrin  -  ton  fixed  a  pair  of  clear  brown  eyes 
upon  his  face,  and  the  faintest  trace  of  astonishment 
crept  mto  them.  She  was  a  woman  with  high 
pnnciples,  but  neither  a  fool  nor  a  prude,  and  she 
saw  no  sign  of  dissolute  living  there.  The  man's 
gaze  was  curiously  steady,  his  skin  clear  and  brown, 
and  his  sinewy  form  suggested  a  capacity  for,  and 
she  almost  fancied  an  acquaintance  with,  physical 
\?r\.  ^^  *'*''  ^^^y  "denied  the  truth  to  her. 

Witham,  on  his  pa.-t,  saw  a  very  fair  face  with  whole- 
some pnde  in  it,  and  felt  that  the  eyes  which  v/ere 
coldly  contemptuous  now  could,  if  there  wasi  a 
warrant  for  it,  grow  very  gentle. 

"  Would  it  be  of  any  moment  if  I  were  ?  "  she 
said. 

"Yes,"  said  Witham  quietly.  "There  are  two 
people  here  it  is  t.  jirable  for  me  ;  i  stand  well  with, 
and  the  first  of  them,  your  aunt,  has,  I  fancy,  already 
decided  ^o  give  me  a  fair  trial.  She  told  me  it  was 
for  my  mother's  sake.  Now,  I  can  deal  with  your 
uncle.''  ^ 

The  girl  smiled  a  little.  "  Are  you  quite  sure  ' 
Everybody    does    not    find    it    easy    to    get    on 
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with  Colonel  Barrington.  His  code  is  somewhat 
draconic." 

Witham  nodded.  "  He  is  a  man,  and  I  hope  to 
convince  him  I  have  at  least  a  right  to  toleration. 
That  leaves  only  you.  The  rest  don't  count.  They 
will  come  round  by-and-bye,  you  see." 

The  little  forceful  gesture  with  which  he  concluded, 
pleased  Maud  Barrington.  It  was  free  from  vanity, 
out  conveyed  an  assurance  that  he  knew  his  own 
value. 

"  No  friendship  that  is  lightly  given  is  worth  very 
much,"  she  said.  "  I  could  decide  better  in  another 
six  months.  Now  it  is  perhaps  fortunate  that 
Colonel  Barrington  is  waiting  for  us  to  make  up  his 
four  at  whist." 

Witham  allowed  a  faint  gesture  of  dismay  to 
escape  him.     "  Must  I  play  ? 

"Yes,"  said  the  girl  smiling.  "Whist  is  my 
uncle's  hobby,  and  he  is  enthusiastic  over  a  clever 
game." 

Witham  groaned  inwardly.  "  And  I  am  a  fool  at 
whist." 

"  Then  it  was  poker  you  played  ?  "  and  again  a 
faint  trace  of  anger  crept  into  the  girl's  eyes. 

Witham  shook  his  head.  "  No,'*^he  said.  "  I  had 
few  opportunities  of  indulging  in  expensive  luxuries." 

"  I  think  we  had  better  take  our  places,"  said 
Maud  Barrington,  with  unveiled  contempt. 

Witham's  forehead  grew  a  trifle  hot,  and  when  he 
sat  down  Barrington  glanced  at  him.  "  I  should 
explain  that  we  never  allow  stakes  of  any  kind  at 
Silverdale,"  he  said.  "  Some  of  the  lads  sent  out  to 
me  have  been  a  trifle  extravagant  in  the  old  country." 

He  dealt  out  the  cards,  but  a  trace  of  bewildered 
irritation  crept  into  his  eyes  as  the  game  proceeded, 
and  once  or  twice  he  appeared  to  check  an  exclama- 
tion of  astonishment,  while  at  last  he  glanced 
reproachfully  at  Witham. 
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"My  dear  sir!  Still,  you  liav.'  ridden  a  long 
way,"  he  said,  laying  his  finger  on  ;<  king. 

Witham  laughed  to  hide  his  dismay.  "  I  am  sorry, 
sir.  It  was  scarcely  fair  to  my  partner.  You  would, 
however,  have  beaten  us,  any''  ay." 

Harrington  gravely  gather,  1  up  the  cards.  "  We 
will,"  he  said,  "  have  some  music.  I  do  not  play 
poker."  ^   ' 

Then,  for  the  iir-^t  time,  Witlmm  lost  his  head  in 
his  anger.     "  Nor    j  I,  sir." 

Barrington  only  looked  at  him,  but  the  fanner  felt 
as  though  somebo<ly  had  struck  him  in  the  face, 
and  as  soon  as  he  conveniently  could,  bade  Miss 
Barrington  good-night. 

"  But  we  expected  you  wou'  1  stay  here  a  day  or 
two.    Your  place  is  not  read^      she  said. 

Witham  smiled  at  her.  "1  think  I  am  wise.  I 
must  feel  my  way." 

Miss  Ba-rington  was  won,  and,  making  nc  further 
protest,  signed  to  Dane.  "You  will  t  ^^  Mr. 
Courthorne  home  with  you,"  she  said.  "  ■  would 
have  kept  him  here,  but  he  is  evidently  anxious  to 
talk  over  affairs  with  someone  more  of  his  age  than 
my  brother  is." 

Dane  appeared  quite  willing,  and,  an  hour  later, 
Witham  sat,  cigar  in  hand,  in  a  room  of  his  outlying 
farm.  It  was  furnished  simply,  but  there  were  signs 
of  taste,  and  the  farmer  who  occupied  it  had  already 
forined  a  good  opinion  of  the  man  whose  knowledge 
of  his  own  profession  astonished  him. 

"  So  you  are  actually  going  to  sell  wheat  in  face  of 
the  Colonel's  views  ?     he  said. 

"  Of  course,"  said  Witham  simply.  "  I  don't  like 
unpleasantness,  but  I  can  allow  no  man  to  dictate  my 
affairs  to  me." 

Dane  grinned.  "  Well,"  he  said,  "  the  Colonel  can 
be  nasty,  and  he  has  no  great  reason  for  being  fond 
of  you  already." 
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"  No  ?  "  said  Witham.  "  Now,  of  course,  my 
accession  will  make  a  difference  at  Silverdale,  but  I 
would  consider  it  a  friendly  act  if  you  will  let  me  know 
the  views  of  the  colony." 

Dane  looked  thoughtful.  "The  trouble  is  that 
your  taking  up  the  land  leaves  less  for  Maud  Barring- 
ton  than  there  would  have  been.  Barrington,  who 
is  fond  of  the  girl,  was  trustee  for  the  property,  and 
after  you- — estrangement — from  your  father  every- 
body expected  she  would  get  it  all." 

"  So  I  have  deprived  Miss  Barrington  of  part  of  her 
income  ?  " 

"  Of  course,"  said  Dane.    "  Didn't  you  know  ?  " 

Witham  found  it  difficult  to  answer.  "  I  never 
quite  realised  it  before.  Are  there  more  accounts 
against  me  ?  " 

"  That,"  said  Dane  slowly,  "  is  rather  a  facer.  We 
are  all  more  or  less  friends  of  the  dominant  family, 
you  see." 

Witham  laid  down  his  cigar  and  stood  up.  "  Now, 
he  said,  "  I  generally  talk  straight,  and  you  have  held 
out  a  hand  to  me.  Can  you  believe  in  the  apparent 
improbability  of  such  a  rnan  as  I  am  in  the  opinion 
of  the  folks  at  Silverdale  getting  tired  of  a  wasted  Ufe 
and  trying  to  walk  straight  again  ?  I  want  your 
answer,  yes  or  no,  before  I  head  across  the  prairie 
for  my  own  place." 

"  Sit  down,"  said  Dane  with  a  little  smile.  "  Do 
you  think  I  would  have  brought  you  here  if  I  hadn't 
believed  it  ?  And,  if  I  have  my  way,  the  first  man 
who  flings  a  stone  will  be  sorry  for  it.  Still,  I  don't 
think  any  of  them  will — or  could  afford  it.  If  we  had 
all  been  saints,  some  of  us  would  never  have  come  out 
from  the  old  country." 

He  stopped  and  poured  out  two  glasses  of  wine. 
"  It's  a  long  while  since  I've  talked  so  much,"  he  said. 
"  Here's  to  our  better  acquaintance,  Courthome." 

After  that  they  talked  wheat-growing  and  horses, 


WITHAM  COMES  TO  SILVERDALE.     99 

and  when  his  guest  retired  Dane  stiU  sat  smoking 
thoughtfuUy  beside  the  stove.  "  We  want  a  man 
with  nerve  and  brains,"  he  said.  "  I  fancy  the  one 
who  has  been  sent  us  will  make  a  difference  at 
Silverdale. 

It  was  about  the  same  time  when  Colonel  Barring- 
ton  stood  talking  with  his  niece  and  sister  in  Silver- 
dale  Grange.  "  And  the  man  threw  that  trick  away 
when  It  was  absolutely  clear  who  had  the  ace— and 
wished  me  to  believe  that  he  forgot !  "  he  said. 

His  face  was  flushed  with  indignation,  but  Miss 
Bamngton  smiled  at  her  niece.  "What  is  your 
opinion,  Maud  ?  " 

The  girl  moved  one  white  shoulder  with  a  little 
gesture  of  disdain.  "Can  you  ask— after  that! 
Besides,  he  twice  wilfully  perverted  facts  while 
he  talked  to  me,  though  it  was  not  in  the  least 
necessaiy." 

Miss  Barrington  looked  thoughtful.  "And  yet 
because  I  was  watching  him,  I  do  not  think  he  plavs 
cards  weU."  ^   ■' 

"But  he  was  a  professional  gambler,"  said  the  girl 
The  elder  lady  shook  her  head.     "  So  we — heard  " 
she  said.     "  My  dear,  give  him  a  little  time.    I  have 
seen  many  men  and  women— and  can't  help  a  fancy 
that  there  is  good  in  him." 

r-  '.'  C*"„the  leopard  change  his  spots  ?  "   asked 
Colonel  Barrington,  with  a  grim  smile. 

The  little  white-haired  lady  glanced  at  him  as  she 
said  quietly,  "  When  the  wicked  man " 
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AN  ARMISTICE. 

The  dismal  afternoon  was  drawing  in  when  Witham, 
driving  home  from  the  raihoad,  came  into  sight  of  a 
lonely  farm.  It  lifted  itself  out  of  the  prairie,  a  olur 
of  huddled  buildings  on  the  crest  of  a  long  rise,  but 
at  first  sight  Witham  scarcely  noticed  it.  He  was 
gazing  abstractedly  down  the  sinuous  smear  of  trail 
which  unrolled  itself  like  an  endless  riband  across  the 
great  white  desolation,  and  his  brain  was  busy.  Four 
months  had  passed  since  he  came  to  Silverdale,  and 
they  had  left  their  mark  on  him. 

At  first  there  had  been  the  constant  fear  of  detec- 
tion, and  when  that  had  lessened  and  he  was  accepted 
as  Lance  Courthome,  the  latter's  unfortunate  record 
had  met  him  at  every  turn.  It  accounted  for  the 
suspicions  of  Colonel  Barrington,  the  reserve  of  his 
niece,  and  the  aloofness  of  some  of  his  neighbours, 
while  there  had  been  times  when  Witham  found 
Silverdale  almost  unendurable.  He  was,  however, 
an  obstinate  man,  and  there  was  on  the  opposite  side 
the  gracious  kindliness  of  the  little  grey-haired  lady, 
who  had  from  the  beginning  been  his  champion,  and 
the  friendship  of  Dane  and  one  or  two  of  the  older 
men.  Witham  had  also  proved  his  right  to  be 
listened  to,  and  treated,  outwardly  at  least,  with  due 
civility,  while  something  in  his  resolute  quietness 
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rendered  an  impertinence  impossible.  He  knew  by 
this  time  that  he  could  hold  his  own  at  Silverdale, 
and  based  his  conduct  on  the  fact,  but  that  was  only 
one  aspect  of  the  question,  and  he  speculated  as  to 
the  consummation. 

It  was,  however,  evident  that  in  the  meanwhile  he 
must  continue  to  pose  as  Courthorne,  and  he  felt, 
rightly  or  wrongly,  that  the  possession  of  his  estate, 
was,  after  all,  a  small  reparation  for  the  injury  the 
outlaw  had  done  him,  but  the  affair  was  complicated 
by  the  fact  that,  in  taking  Courthorne's  inheritance, 
he  had  deprived  Maud  Barrington  of  part  of  hers. 
The  girl's  coldness  stung  him,  but  her  unquestionable 
beauty  and  strength  of  character  had  not  been  with- 
out their  effect,  and  the  man  winced  as  he  rememberf  d 
that  she  had  no  pity  for  anything  false  or  mean.  He 
had  decided  only  upon  two  things,  first  that  he  would 
vindicate  himself  in  her  eyes,  and,  since  nobody  else 
could  apparently  do  it,  pull  the  property  that  should 
have  been  hers  out  of  the  ruin  it  had  been  drifting 
into  under  her  uncle's  guardianship.  When  this  had 
been  done,  and  the  killing  of  Trooper  Shannon  for- 
gotten, it  would  be  time  for  him  to  slip  back  into  the 
obscurity  he  came  from. 

Then  the  fact  that  the  homestead  was  growing 
nearer  forced  itself  upon  his  perceptions,  and  he 
glanced  doubtfully  across  the  prairie  as  he  approached 
the  forking  of  the  trail.  A  grey  dimness  was  creep- 
ing across  the  wilderness  and  the  smoky  sky  seemed 
to  hang  lower  above  the  dully  gleaming  snow,  while 
the  moaning  wind  flung  little  clouds  of  icy  dust  about 
him.  It  was  evident  that  the  snow  was  not  far  away, 
and  it  was  still  two  leagues  to  Silverdale,  but  Witham, 
who  had  been  to  Winnipeg,  had  business  with  the 
farmer,  and  had  faced  a  prairie  storm  before.  Accord- 
ingly he  swung  the  team  into  the  forking  trail  and 
shook  the  reins.  There  was,  he  knew,  little  time  to 
lose,  and  in  another  five  minutes  he  stood,  still 
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wearing  his  white-sprinkled  furs,  in  a  room  of  the 

"^Here  are  your  accounts,  Macdonald,  and  while 
we've  pulled  up  our  losses,  I  can't  hel^ttunking  we 
have  iSst  got  out  in  time,"  he  sa  d     "  The  marke 
is  but  littll  stifier  yet,  but  there  is  less  selling,  and 
before  a  few  months  are  over  we're  gomg  to  see  a 

^'^^eTamer^glanced  at  the  documents,  and  smiled 
with  contentment  as  he  took  the  cheque.  I  m  glad 
I^Ustened  to  you."  hesaid.  "  It's  unfortunate  forlrni 
and  his  niece  that  Barrington  wouldn  t— at  least, 
not  until  he  had  lost  the  opportunity. 

"  I  don't  understand,"  said  Witham. 

"  No,"  said  the  farmer,  "  you've  been  away.  Well, 
you  know  it  takes  a  long  while  to  get  an  idea  mto  the 
Colonel's  head,  but  once  it's  in  it's  even  harder  to  get 
it  out  aeain.  Now  Barrington  looked  down  on  wheat 
iobbing,  but  money's  tight  at  Silverdale,  and  when 
he  saw  what  you  were  making,  he  commenced  to 
think.  Accordingly  he's  going  to  seU,  and,  as  he 
seems  convinced  that  wheat  wdl  not  go  up  a«am,  let 
half  the  acreage  lie  fallow  this  season.  The  worst 
of  it  is,  the  others  Cwill  follow  him  up,  and  he 
controls  Maud  Barrington's  property  as  well  as  his 

""witham's  face  was  grave.  "  I  heard  in  Winnipeg 
that  most  of  the  smaller  men  who  had  lost  courage 
were  doing  the  same  thing.  That  means  a  very 
small  crop  of  western  hard,  and  mJlers  paying  our 
own  prices.    Somebody  must  stop  the  Colonel. 

"  WeU  "  said  Macdonald  dryly,  I  wouldn  t  like 
to  be  the  man,  and,  after  all,  it's  only  your  opmion. 
As  you  have  seen,  the  small  men  here  and  in  Min- 
nesota are  afraid  to  plough." 

Witham  laughed  softly.  "The  man  who  makes 
the  dollars  is  the  one  who  sees  farther  than  the  crowd. 
Anyway  I  found  the  views  of  one  or  two  men  who 
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make  big  deals  were  much  the  same  as  mine,  and  I'll 
speak  to  Miss  Barrington." 

"  Then  if  you  will  wait  a  little,  you  will  have  an 
opportunity.    She  is  here,  you  see." 

Witham  looked  disconcerted.  "She  should  not 
have  been.  Why  didn't  you  send  her  home  ? 
There'll  be  snow  before  she  reaches  Silverdale." 

Macdonald  laughed.  "  I  hadn't  noticed  the 
weather,  and,  though  my  wife  wished  her  to  stay, 
there  is  no  use  in  attempting  to  persuade  Miss 
Barrington  to  do  anything  when  she  does  not  want 
to.    In  some  respects  she  is  very  like  the  Colonel." 

The  farmer  led  the  way  into  another  room,  and 
Witham  flusiied  a  little  when  the  girl  returned  his 
greeting  in  a  fashion  which  he  fancied  the  presence 
of  Mrs.  Macdonald  alone  rendered  distantly  cordial. 
Still,  a  glance  through  the  windows  showed  him  that 
delay  was  inadvisable. 

"  I  think  you  had  better  stay  here  all  night.  Miss 
Barrington,'   he  said.    "  There  is  snow  coming." 

"  I  am  sorry  our  views  do  not  coincide,"  said  the 
girl.  "  I  have  several  things  to  attend  to  at  the 
Grange." 

"  Then  Macdonald  will  keep  your  team,  and  I  will 
drive  you  home,"  said  Witham.  "  Mine  are  the  best 
horses  at  Silverdale,  and  I  fancy  we  will  need  aU 
their  strength." 

Miss  BarringLon  looked  up  sharply.  There  had 
been  a  little  ring  in  Witham  s  voice,  but  there  was 
also  a  solicitude  in  his  face  which  almost  astonished 
her,  and  when  Macdonald  urged  her  to  comply  she 
rose  leisurely. 

"  I  will  be  ready  in  ten  minutes,"  she  said. 

Witham  waited  at  least  twenty,  very  impatiently, 
but  when  at  last  the  girl  appeared,  handed  her  with 
quiet  deference  into  the  sleigh,  and  then  took  his 
place,as  far  as  the  dimensions  of  the  vehicle  permitted, 
apart  from  her.    Once  he  fancied  she  noticed  it  with 
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faint  amusement,  but  f  j  horses  knew  what  was 
coming,  and  it  was  only  when  he  pulled  them  up  to  a 
trot  again  on  the  slope  of  a  rise  that  he  found  speech 

convenient.  ,    ,  ,    ,      ^■,.^^ 

"  I  am  glad  we  are  alone,  though  I  feel  a  little 
diffidence  in  asking  a  favour  of  you,  because  unfor- 
tunately when  I  venture  to  recommend  anythmg  you 
usually  set  yourself  against  it,"  he  said.  "  This  is, 
in  the  language  of  this  country,  tolerably  straight. 

Maud  Harrington  laughed.  "  I  could  find  no  fault 
with  it  on  the  score  of  ambiguity."  . 

"  Well,"  said  Witham,  ^  I  believe  your  uncle  is 
going  to  sell  wheat  for  you,  and  let  a  good  deal  of  your 
land  go  out  of  cultivation.  Now,  as  you  perhaps  do 
not  know,  the  laws  which  govern  the  markets  are 
very  simple  and  almost  immutable,  but  the  trouble  is 
that  a  good  many  people  do  not  understand  their 
application."  ^.      „ 

"  You  apparently  consider  yourself  an  exception, 

Witham  nodded.  "  I  do  just  now.  Still,  I  do  not 
wish  to  talk  about  myself.  You  see,  the  people  back 
there  in  Europe  must  be  fed,  and  the  latest  news  from 
wheat-growing  countries  does  not  promise  more  than 
an  average  cror-,  while  half  the  faint-hearted  farmers 
here  are  not  going  to  sow  much  this  year.  There- 
fore when  the  demand  comes  for  Western  wheat  there 
will  be  little  to  seU."  ^.   ,    ,    -^  * 

"  But  how  is  it  that  you  alone  see  this  ?  Isn  t  it 
a  trifle  egotistical  ?  " 

Witham  laughed.  "  Can't  we  leave  my  virtues,  or 
the  reverse,  out  of  the  question  ?  I  feel  that  I  am 
right,  and  want  you  to  dissuade  your  uncle.  It 
would  be  even  better  if,  when  I  return  to  Winnipeg, 
you  would  empower  me  to  buy  wheat  for  you." 

Maud  Barrington  looked  at  him  curiously.  "lam 
a  little  perplexed  as  to  why  you  should  wish  me  to." 

"  No  doubt,"  said  Witham.    "  Still,  is  there  any 
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reason  why  I  should  be  debarred  the  usual  privilege 
of  taking  an  interest  in  my  neighbour's  affairs  ?  " 

"No,  said  the  girl  slowly.  "  But  can  you  not  see 
that  it  is  out  of  the  question  that  I  should  entrust  you 
with  this  commission  ?  " 

Witham's  hands  closed  on  the  reins,  and  his  face 
grew  a  trifle  grim  as  he  said,  "  From  the  point  of 
view  you  evidently  take,  I  presume  it  is." 

A  flush  of  crimson  suffused  the  girl's  cheeks.  "  I 
never  meant  that,  and  I  can  sciucely  forgive  you  for 
fancying  I  did.  Of  course  I  could  trust  you  with— 
you  have  made  me  use  the  word— the  dollars,  but 
you  must  realise  that  I  could  not  do  anything  in 
public  opposition  to  my  uncle's  opinion." 

Witham  was  sensible  of  a  great  relief,  but  it  did 
not  appear  advisable  to  show  it.  "  There  are  so 
many  things  you  apparently  find  it  difficult  to  forgive 
me— and  we  will  let  this  one  pass,"  he  said.  "  Still, 
I  cannot  help  thinking  that  Colonel  Barrington  will 
have  a  good  deal  to  answer  for." 

Maud  Barrington  made  no  answer,  but  she  was 
sensible  of  a  respect  which  appeared  quite  unwar- 
ranted for  the  dryly-spoken  man  who,  though  she 
guessed  her  words  stung  him  now  and  then,  bore 
them  without  wincing.  While  she  sat  silent,  shiver- 
ing under  her  furs,  darkness  crept  down.  The  smoky 
cloud  dropped  lower,  the  horizon  closed  in  as  the  grey 
obscurity  rolled  up  to  meet  them  across  a  rapidly- 
narrowing  strip  of  snow.  Then  she  could  scarcely  see 
the  horses,  and  the  muffled  drumming  of  their  hoofs 
was  lost  in  a  doleful  wail  of  wind.  It  also  seemed  to 
her  that  the  cold,  which  was  already  almost  insup- 
portable, suddenly  increased,  as  it  not  infrequently 
does  in  that  country  before  the  snow.  Then  a  white 
powder  was  whirled  into  her  face,  filling  her  eyes  and 
searing  the  skin,  while,  when  she  could  see  anything 
again,  the  horses  were  plunging  at  a  gallop  through 
a  filmy  haze,  and  Witham,  whitened  all  over,  leaned 
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forward  with  lowered  head  hurling  hoarse  encourage- 
ment at  them.  His  voice  reached  lier  fitfully  through 
the  roar  of  wind,  until  sight  and  hearing  were  lost 
alike  as  the  white  haze  closed  about  them,  and  it 
was  not  until  the  wild  gust  had  passed  she  heard 
him  again.  He  was  apparently  shouting,  "  Come 
nearer." 

Maud  Harrington  was  not  sure  whether  she  obeyed 
him  or  he  seized  and  drew  her  towards  him.  She, 
however,  felt  the  furs  piled  high  about  her  neck  and 
that  there  was  an  arm  round  her  shoulder,  and  for  a 
moment  was  sensible  of  an  almost  overwhelming 
revulsion  from  the  contact.  She  was  proud  and  very 
dainty,  and  fancied  she  knew  what  this  man  had  been, 
while  now  she  was  drawn  in  to  his  side,  and  felt  her 
chilled  blood  respond  to  the  warmth  of  his  body. 
Indeed,  she  grew  suddenly  hot  to  the  neck,  and  felt 
that  henceforward  she  could  never  forgive  him  or  her- 
self, but  the  mood  passed  almost  as  swiftly,  for  again 
the  awful  blast  shrieked  about  them  and  she  only 
remembered  her  companion's  humanity  as  the  differ- 
ences of  sex  and  character  vanished  undei  that  de- 
stros^ng  cold.  They  were  no  longer  man  and  woman, 
but  only  beings  of  flesh  and  blood,clinging  desperately 
to  the  life  that  was  in  them,  for  the  first  rush  of  the 
Western  snowstorm  has  more  than  a  physical  effect, 
and  man  exposed  to  its  furj;  loses  all  but  his 
animal  instincts  in  the  primitive  struggle  with  the 
elements. 

Then,  while  the  snow  folded  them  closely  in  its 
white  embrace  during  a  lull,  the  girl  recovered  herself, 
and  her  strained  voice  was  faintTy  audible. 

"  This  is  my  fault ;  why  don't  you  tell  me  so  ?  " 
she  said. 

A  hoarse  laugh  seemed  to  issue  from  the  whitened 
object  beside  her,  and  she  was  drawn  closer  to  it 
again.  "  We  needn't  go  into  that  just  now.  You 
have  one  thing  to  do,  and  that  is  to  keep  warm." 
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=r2?^A°u  ^^u  ^°^^^  stumbled,  the  grasp  that  was 
TZ^  her  became  relaxed  and  she  Seard  tte  s^Wsh 

rcseni  u.     ihe  man,  it  seemed,  was  fiehtini?  for  hpr 

SSeirr"  ^^£  s-r"  ^"^"  bru?fi  S§i!y  i;i 

urh^ir;!^'  *      ^"^  ^^^\  there  was  a  space  of  oblivion 
Sd  felfa  WfleTh'^  "'^"^  them,Wil.  when  the 

rrl'nl!"  ^""^  °*^  *^^  *''^'='''  and  wiU  never  nake  the 
Grange  unless  you  find  it !  "  she  said. 

HI  ine  scream  of  a  retummg  gust 

Agam  Maud  Barrington's  reason  rea&serted  it<^U 
and  remembering  thl  man's  histoty  The  became 
kf?hir  wither""'  ^^""'y^  ^"*  ■*  aL  passed  'and 
were  actuated  flir^'/'f'^*i°"  t'^a*  he  and  she 
were  actuated  alike  only  by  the  desire  to  pwa™. 
extmction.  Presently  she  bLme  Sle  thaf  ?g! 
aX^'''  '*°PP«'l,''f«ide  a  formless  r^ound  of  ww5e 

..  „    ™'*"  ^as  shaking  her. 
he  said     ^^°^  ^"''  ^*'°"*  y°"  "^hile  I  lift  you  down," 

She  did  his  bidding,  and  did  not  shrink  when  she 
ffinH-'  ^\^  ^^"*  her,  while  ne.xt  moment  she  was 

Shfn^"X^'Z'"  '^'  ^"°^  ^"d  the  man  shout W 
something  she  did  not  catch.  Team  and  sleisfi 
seemed  to  vanish  and  she  saw  her  companion  dK 

neL  tr'^'ClT  ''^rV"^* '"  *^^  iiidiirg  whTtS: 

T?  cff  ■    J    °  *  homble  fear  came  upon  her. 

and  thZ  he^rTn?.'""^^'^!}^  ^^''  h^  reappeared, 
ThPn  tl^t  "  ^^^"Sh  what  seemed  to  be  a  drj 

Ihen  there  was  another  waiting  before  the  lieht  of  V 
amp  bhnked  out  and  she  saw  f hat  she  wasSndfng 
m  a  httle  log-walled  room  with  bare  Hoor  and  a Tl 

ST  and**""^  "  "  '^'"T-  There  waTalso  a  ™fty 
stove,  and  a  very  smfJl  pile  of  billets  beside  it 
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Witham,  who  had  closed  the  door,  stood  looking  at 
them  with  a  curious  expression. 

"  Where  is  the  team  ?  "  she  gasped. 

"  Heading  for  a  birch  bluff  or  Silverdale,  though  I 
scarcely  think  they  will  get  there,"  said  the  man. 
"  1  have  never  stopped  here,  and  it  wasn't  astonish- 
ing they  fancied  the  place  a  pile  of  snow.  While  I 
was  getting  the  furs  out  they  slipped  away  from  me." 

Miss  Barrington  now  knew  where  they  were.  The 
shanty  was  used  by  the  remoter  settlers  as  a  half- 
way house  where  they  slept  occasionally  on  their  long 
journey  to  the  railroad,  arid  as  there  was  a  birch  bluff 
not  far  •^way,  it  was  the  rule  that  whoever  oi"cupied 
it  shoiud  replace  the  fuel  he  had  consumed.  The  last 
man  had,  however,  not  been  liberal. 

"  But  what  are  we  to  do  ?  "  she  asked,  with  a 
little  rasp  of  dismay. 

"  Siay  here  until  the  morning,"  said  Witham 
quietly.  "  Unfortunately,  I  can't  even  spare  you  my 
company.  The  stable  has  fallen  in,  and  it  would  be 
deatn  to  stand  outside,  you  see.  In  the  meanwhile, 
pull  out  some  of  the  straw  and  put  it  in  the  stove." 

"  Can  you  not  do  that  ?  "  asked  Miss  Barrington, 
feeling  that  she  must  commence  at  once,  if  she  was  to 
keep  this  man  at  a  befitting  distance. 

Witham  laughed.  "  Oh,  yes,  but  you  will  freeze  if 
you  stand  still,  and  these  billets  require  splitting. 
Still,  if  you  have  special  objections  to  doing  what  I 
ask  you,  you  can  walk  up  and  down  rapidly. 

The  girl  glanced  at  him  a  moment,  and  then 
lowered  her  eyes.  "  Of  course  I  was  wrong !  Do 
you  wish  to  hear  that  I  am  sorry  ?  " 

Witham,  answering  nothing,  swung  an  axe  round 
his  head,  and  the  girl,  kneeling  beside  the  stove, 
noticed  the  sinewy  suppleness  of  his  frame  and  the 

frecision  with  which  the  heavy  blade  cleft  the  billets, 
he  axe,  she  knew,  is  by  no  means  an  easy  tool  to 
handle.    At  last  the  red  flame  crackled,  and  though 
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Witham  flung  two  bundles  of  straw  down  beside 
tl.e  stove,  and  stood  looking  at  her  gravely     "Yes  " 

^hi'^i'^--  u   ^*^"*  y°"  *°  ^it  down  and  le  me  wao 
this  sleigh  robe  about  you."  ^ 

The  girl  submitted,  and  did  not  shrink  from  hi. 

touch  visibly  when  h;  drew   he  ftir  rob2  a£uT  her 

ItSl"' tw  ^^  P^'^*^  '^'  ^""l  °f  't  round  h^r  feet 

JSgrSlTr  L^rcoSaSsJ-  '-''  -'  ^'^ 

untift;rjrrS,\":d'^r/rpi-^^^^ 

you  It  is  not  my  fault,"  he  said.  "  Stm  I  fed  the 
responsibility,  and  it  would  be  a  little  le^'  difficul  if 
you  could  accept  the  fact  tacitly  "  """cui.  n 

.J^A^'u  Sanlirton  would  not  have  shivered  if  she 
could  have  avoided  it,  but  the  cold  was  too  weat  for 
her,  and  she  did  not  know  whether  she  was  S  or 
pleased  at  the  gleam  of  compassion  in  the  man's  gre^ 
eyes.  It  was  more  eloquent  than  anything  of  the 
kind  she  had  ever  seen/but  it  had  gone  an/ ho  waf 
onjy^  quietly    deferent    when  she  Wed  at  him 

fl,.ll^'"*l°^^*''°'""  *°  ^  %°°^"  she  said,  and  then 
flushed  with  annoyance  at  the  adjective.  Half-dazed 
by  the  cold  as  she  was,  she  could  not  think  of  a  more 

'"'  N™  V-  ^''^^^-  '^°^^^«^'  retaine^his  gS 
Now  Macdonald  gave  you  no  supper,  and  he  hJs 
dmner  at  noon,"  he  said.    ^"  I  brought  lome  eatables 
along,  and  you  must  make  the  best  mLTZ  ca„  .' 

fla?k!  °St^r  ff  •  ^"'^  '^'^  "•"  ■  •    ""«'«  s^ver 
Witham  laughed.     "  Are  you  not  forgetting  your 
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promise  ?  Still,  we  will  meit  a  little  snow  into  the 
cup." 

An  icy  gust  swept  in  when  he  opened  the  door, 
and  it  was  only  by  a  st  -enuous  effort  he  closed  it  again, 
whUe,  when  he  came  back  panting  with  the  top  of 
the  flask  a  little  colour  crept  into  Maud  barrington's 
face.  "  I  am  sorry,"  she  said.  "  That  at  least  is 
your  due." 

"  I  really  don't  want  my  due,"  said  Witham  with  a 
deprecatory  gesture,  as  he  laid  the  silver  rup  upon 
the  stove.  "Can't  we  forget  we  are  not  exactly 
friends,  just  for  to-night  ?  If  so,  you  will  drink  this 
and  commence  at  once  on  the  provisions — to  please 
me  I " 

Maud  Harrington  was  glad  of  the  reviving  draught, 
for  she  was  very  cold,  but  presently  she  held  out  the 
packet. 

"  One  really  cannot  eat  many  crackers  at  once ; 
will  you  help  me  ?  " 

Wtham  laughed  as  he  took  one  of  the  biscuits. 
"  If  I  had  expected  anyone  would  share  my  meal,  I 
would  have  provided  a  better  one.  Still,  I  have 
been  glad  to  feast  upon  more  unappetising  things 
occasionally." 

"  When  were  you  unfortunate  ?  "  said  the  girl. 

Witham  smiled  somewhat  dryly.  "  I  was  unfor- 
tunate for  six  years  on  end." 

He  was  aware  of  the  blunder  when  he  had  spoken, 
but  Maud  Harrington  appeared  to  be  looking  at  the 
flask  thoughtfully. 

"  The  design  is  very  pretty,"  she  said.  "  You  got 
it  in  England  ?  " 

The  man  knew  that  it  was  the  name  F.  Witham  his 
companion's  eyes  rested  on,  but  his  face  was  expres- 
sionless. "  Yes,"  he  said.  "  It  is  one  of  the  things 
they  make  for  presentation  in  the  old  country." 

Maud  Harrington  noticed  the  absence  of  any 
attempt  at  explanation,   and  having  considerable 
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jjridc  of  her  own.  was  sensible  of  a  iaint  approval. 

wJkTk"?  '""•""A?'''^^  progress,"  she  said,  with  a 
ilight  but  perceptible  dittereiice  in  her  tone.  "  Now 
you  can  have  eaten  nothing  since  breakfast  " 

Withamsaid  nothing.but  by-and-bye poured  alittle 
of  the  spmt  into  a  rusty  can,  and  the  girl,  who  under- 
stood why  he  did  so,  felt  that  it  covered  several  of  his 
offences.  Now,"  she  said  graciously,  "  you  may 
smoke  if  you  wish  to."  ^         ^ 

Witham  ^inted  to  the  few  biUets  left  and  shook 
hisjiead.       I  m  afraid  I  must  get  more  wood." 

1  Jie  roar  of  the  wind  almost  drowned  his  voice,  and 
the  birch  logs  seemed  to  tremble  undei  the  impact  of 
Sked,"isTt  stfe^-""^  Harrington  shivered  as  she 

1  "  i*  i.*  necessary,"  said  Witham,  with  the  little 
laigh  she  had  already  found  reassuring. 

He  had  gone  out  in  another  minute,  ai.d  the  eirl 
felt  cunoudy  lonely  as  she  remembered  storif  of  men 
wUohad  left  their  homesteads  during  a  bliw;  i  d  to  see 
to  the  safety  of  the  horses  in  a  neighbouring  stable, 
and  were  found  afterwards  as  stiU  as  the  snow  that 
covered  them.  Maud  Harrington  was  not  unduly 
timorous,  but  the  roar  of  that  awful  icy  gale  would 
have  stricken  dismay  into  the  hearts  of  most  men 
and  she  found  herself  glancing  with  feverish  im- 
patience at  a  diminutive  gold  watch  and  wonderine 
whether  the  cold  had  retarded  its  progress  Ten 
minutes  passed  very  slowly,  lengthened  to  twenty 
more  slowly  still,  and  then  it  flashed  upon  her  that 
there  was  at  least  something  she  could  do;  and 
«='■?:?'??  ]^P  ,a  little  of  the  snow  that  sifted  in,  she 
melted  it  in  the  can.  Then  she  set  the  flask-top  upon 
the  stove,  and  once  more  listened  for  the  man's  foot- 
steps very  eagerly. 

She  did  not  hear  them,  but  at  last  the  door  swung 
open,  and  carrying  a  load  of  birch  branches  Witham 
staggered  m.    He  dropped  them,  strove  to  close  the 


is 


tI2 


THE  IMPOSTOR. 


n 


!'    ( 


door  and  failed,  then  leaned  against  it,  gasping,  with 
a  livid  face,  for  there  are  few  men  who  can  withstand 
the  cold  of  a  snow-laden  gale  at  forty  degrees  below. 

How  Maud  Barrington  closed  the  door  she  did  not 
know  ;  but  it  was  with  a  little  imperious  gesture  she 
turned  to  the  man. 

"  Shake  those  furs  at  once,"  she  said  ;  and  drawing 
him  towards  the  stove  held  up  the  steaming  cup. 
"  Now  sit  there  and  drink  it." 

Witham  stooped  and  reached  out  for  the  can,  but 
the  girl  swept  it  off  the  stove.  "  Oh,  I  know  the 
silver  was  for  me,"  she  said.  "  Still,  is  this  a  time  for 
trifles  such  as  that  ?  " 

Worn  out  by  a  very  grim  strugjgle,  Witham  did  as 
he  was  bidden,  and  looked  up  with  a  twinkle  in  his 
eyes,  when  with  the  faintest  trace  of  colour  in  her 
cheeks  the  girl  sat  down  close  to  him  and  drew  part 
of  the  fur  robe  about  him. 

"  I  really  believe  you  were  a  little  pleased  to  see 
me  come  back  just  now,"  he  said. 

"  Was  that  quite  necessary  ?  "  asked  Maud  Bar- 
rington.   "  Still,  I  was." 

Witham  made  a  little  deprecatory  gesture.  "  Of 
course,"  he  said.  "  Now,  we  can  resume  our  former 
footing  to-morrow,  but  in  the  meanwhile  I  would 
like  to  know  why  you  are  so  hard  upon  me,  Miss 
Barrington,  because  I  really  have  not  done  much 
harm  to  anyone  at  Silverdale.  Your  aunt  " — and 
he  made  a  httle  respectful  inclination  of  his  head 
which  pleased  the  girl — "  is  at  least  giving  me  a  fair 
trial." 

"  It  is  difficult  to  tell  you — but  it  was  your  own 
doing,"  said  Maud  Barrington.  "  At  the  beginning 
you  prejudiced  us  when  you  told  us  you  could  only 
play  cards  indifferently.  It  was  so  unnecessary,  and 
we  knew  a  good  deal  about  you  !  " 

"  Well,"  said  Witham  quietly,  "  I  have  only  my 
word  to  offer,  and  I  wonder  if  you  will  believe  me 
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now,  but  I  don't  think  I  ever  won  five  dollars  at  cards 
in  my  life. 

Maud  Barrington  watched  him  closely,  but  his 
tone  carried  conviction,  and  again  she  was  glad  that 
he  attempted  no  explanation.  "  I  am  quite  wiUing 
to  take  It  she  said.  "  Still,  you  can  understand-'^ 
Yes  said  Witham.  "  It  puts  a  strain  upon 
your  faith,  but  some  day  I  may  be  able  to  make  a 
S°°^  aeal  that  puzzles  you  quite  clear." 

Maud  Barrmgton  glanced  at  the  flask.     "  I  wonder 
that  IS  connected  with  the  explanation,  but  I  will 
«;•  u   °^'  y°"  "^^^^  "°t  lighted  your  cigar  " 
Witham  understood  that  the  topic  was  dismissed, 
and  sat  thoughtfully  still  while  the  girl  nestled  against 
the  birch  logs  close  beside  him  under  the  same  furs  : 
for  the  windwent  through  the  building  and  the  cold 
was  unbearable  a  few  feet  from  the  stove.    The  birch 
rafters  shook  above  their  heads,  and  every  now  and 
then  it  seemed  that  a  roaring  gust  would  lift  the  roof 
from  them.    Still  the  stove  glowed  and  snapped, 
and  close  m  about  it  there  was  a  drowsy  heat  while 
presently  the  girl's  eyes  grew  heavy.    Finally— for 
there  are  few  who  can  resist  the  desire  for  sleep  in  the 
cold  of  the  North-West-her  head  sank  back,  and 
Witham,  rismg  very  slowly,  held  his  breath  as  he 
piled  the  furs  about  her.     That  done,  he  stooped  and 
looked  down  upon  her  while  the  blood  crept  to  his 
lace.     Maud  Barrington  lay  very  still,  the  lone,  dark 
lashes  resting  on  her  cold-tinted  cheeks,  and  the 
patncian  serenity  of  her  face  was  even  more  marked 
m  her  sleep.    Then  he  turned  away,  feeling  like  one 
who  had  committed  a  desecration,  knowingtthat  he 
had  looked  too  long  already  upon  the  sleeping  girl 
who  ueheved  he  had  been  an  outcast  and  yet  had 
taken  his  word  ;  for  it  was  borne  in  upon  him  that  a 
time  would  come  when  he  would  try  her  faith  even 
more  severely.    Moving  softly,  he  paced  up  and 
down  the  room. 
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Witham  afterwards  wondfired  how  many  miles  he 
walked  that  ni^ht,  for  though  the  loghouse  was  not 
longer  than  thirty  feet,  the  cold  bit  deep  ;  but  at 
last  he  heard  a  sigh  as  he  glanced  towards  the  stove, 
and  immediately  swung  round  again.  When  he 
next  turned.  Miss  Barrington  stood  upright,  a  little 
flushed  in  face,  but  otherwise  very  calm  ;  and  the 
man  stood  still,  shivering  in  spite  of  his  efforts,  and 
blue  with  cold.  The  wind  had  fallen,  but  the  sting 
of  the  frost  that  foL'owed  it  made  itself  felt  beside 
the  stove. 

"  You  had  only  your  deerskin  jacket— and  you  let 
me  sleep  under  all  the  furs,"  she  said. 

Witham  shook  his  head,  and  hoped  he  did  not  look 
as  guilty  as  he  felt,  when  he  remembered  that  it  must 
have  been  evident  to  his  companion  that  the  furs 
did  not  get  into  the  position  they  had  occupied  them- 
selves. 

"I  only  fancied  you  were  a  trifle  drowsy  and  not 
mclmed  to  talk,"  he  said,  with  an  absence  of  con- 
cern, for  which  Miss  Barrington,  who  did  not  beheve 
hun,  felt  grateful.  "  You  see  "—and  the  inspiration 
was  a  tnfle  too  evident—"  I  was  too  sleepy  to  notice 
anything  myself.  Still,  I  am  glad  you  are  awake  now, 
because  I  must  make  my  way  to  the  Grange." 

"  But  the  snow  will  be  ever  so  deep,  and  I  could 
not  come,"  said  Maud  Barrington. 

Witham  shook  his  head.  "  I'm  afraid  you  must 
stay  here  ;  but  I  will  be  back  with  Colonel  Barrington 
in  a  few  hours  at  latest." 

The  girl  deemed  it  advisable  to  hide  her  con- 
sternation. "  But  you  might  not  find  the  trail,"  she 
said.  "The  ravine  would  lead  you  to  Graham's 
homestead." 

"  Still,"  said  Witham  slowly,  "  I  am  going  to  the 
Grange." 

Then  Maud  Barrington  remembered,  and  glanced 
aside  from  him.    It  was  evident  this  man  thought  of 
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everything  ;  and  she  made  no  answer  when  Witham 

"I  think  we  need  remember  nothing  when  we  meet 

ofshoS'"th.'ilh'"^  '''''  y.°"  "''"  «^^«  m"a"ch?nce 
fo^^Z'£'c^^,'t^r.iT'''°^^'  -hose  fame 

rliik?loo\7ni'H°"*'  ^"l^h^giri  Stood  With  flushed 
rlieeks  lookmg  down  at  the  furs  he  had  left  behind 
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MAUD  BARRINGTON  S  PROMISE. 

Daylight  had  not  broken  across  the  prairie  when, 
floundering  through  a  foot  of  dusty  snow,  Witham 
reached  the  Grange.  He  was  aching  from  fatigue 
and  cold,  and  the  deerskin  jacket  stood  out  from  his 
numbed  body,  stiff  with  frost,  when,  leaning  heavily 
on  a  table,  he  awaited  Colonel  Harrington .  The 
latter,  on  entering,  stared  at  him  and  then  flung 
open  a  cupboard  and  poured  out  a  glass  of 
■vine. 

"  Drink  that  before  you  talk.  You  look  kalf  dead," 
he  naid 

Witham  shook  his  head.  "  Perhaps  you  had 
better  hear  me  first." 

Barrington  thrust  the  glass  upon  him.  "  I  could 
make  nothing  of  what  you  told  me  while  you  speak 
like  that.  Drink  it,  and  then  sit  still  until  you  get 
used  to  the  different  temperature." 

Witham  drained  the  glass  and  sank  limply  into  a 
chair.  As  yet  his  face  was  colourless,  though  his 
chilled  flesh  tingled  horribly  as  the  blood  once  more 
crept  into  the  surface  tissues.  Then  he  fixed  his  eyes 
upon  his  host  as  he  told  his  story.  Barrington  stood 
very  straight  watching  his  visitor,  but  his  face  was 
drawn,  for  the  resolution  which  supported  him 
through  the  day  was  less  noticeable  in  the  early 
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^n°!^?^"^'  ^"^  '*  "'•"'  '''''''''"'  """'  •'*  '^-ast  that  he  was 
an  old  man  carrying  a  heavy  load  of  anxiety.  Still 
as  the  story  proceeded,  a  little  blood  crept  into  h^ 

^m^^;  r^*^!  -^i'-^^  S^^'"'^^  that  he^  found  k 

difficult  to  retain  his  grim  immobility 

rr,l«!?l*°  understand  that  an  attempt  to  reach  the 

he  sa!d      °"^         """"^  '*'°"^*^  ''^''^  ''^^"  P^"l°"«  ? 
"  Yes,"  said  Witham  quietly. 
The  older  man  stood  very  still  regarding  him 

iw"  ^  ™^'  .^'  f'''-  "^  ^°"'*  ™"d  adm^ittin^ 
that  It  was  distinctly  regrettable  !  " 

Witham  stopped  him  with  a  gesture.     "  It  was  at 
least  unavoidable,  sir.    The  team  would  not  face  the 

Xe'"^       "°  °"^  '^°^^^  ^'^^^  reached  the  Grange 

nf  "ti^  f  ""^1*  ^?  ^'^  your  best-and,  as  a  connection 
of  the  family,  I  am  glad  it  was  you.  StiU-and 
there  are  cases  m  which  it  is  desirable  to  speak  plainly 
-the  affair  which  you  will,  of  course,  dismiss  from 
you  recollection,  is  to  be  considered  as  closed  now  " 

Witham  smiled,  and  a  trace  of  irony  he  could' not 
quite  repress  was  just  discernible  in  his  voice  "  I 
scarcely  think  that  was  necessary,  sir  It  is  of 
course,  sufficient  for  me  to  have  rendered  a  s^all 
service  to  the  distinguished  family  which  has  given 
me  an  opportumty  of  proving  my  right  to  recognition 
and  neither  you,  nor  Miss  Barrington,  neefhave 
any  apprehension  that  I  wiU  presume  upon  it '  " 

Barrington  wheeled  round.  "  You  have  the  Cour- 
thorne  temper,  at  least,  and  perhaps  I  deserved  this 
display  of  It.  You  acted  with  commendable  dis- 
^'!i??  'ncommg  straight  to  me-and  the  astonish- 
ment I  got  drove  the  other  aspect  of  the  question'out 
of  my  Read  If  it  hadn't  been  for  you,  my  niece 
would  have  frozen."  ^        ^ 

"  I'm  afraid  I  spoke  unguardedly,  sir ;  but  I  am 
very  tired.    Still,  if  you  wiU  wait  a  few  minutes!™ 
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will  get  the  horses  out  without  troubling  the  hired 
man. 

Barrington  made  a  little  gesture  of  comprehension, 
and  then  shook  his  head.  "  You  are  fit  for  nothing 
further,  and  need  rest  and  sleep." 

"  You  will  want  somebody,  sir,"  said  Witham. 
"  The  snow  is  very  loose  and  deep." 

He  went  out,  and  Barrington,  who  looked  after 
him  with  a  curious  expression  in  his  face,  nodded 
twice  as  if  in  approval.  Twenty  minutes  later  he 
took  his  place  in  the  sleigh  that  slid  away  from  the 
Grange,  which  lay  a  league  behind  it  when  the  sun- 
rise flamed  across  the  prairie.  The  wind  had  gone, 
and  there  was  only  a  pitiless  brightness  and  a 
devastating  cold,  wtule  the  snow  lay  blown  in  wisps, 
dried  dusty  and  fine  as  flour  by  the  frost.  It  had  no 
cohesion,  the  runners  sank  in  it,  and  Witham  was 
almost  waist-deep  when  he  dragged  the  floundering 
team  through  the  drifts.  A  day  had  passed  since  he 
had  eaten  anything  worth  mention,  but  he  held  on 
with  an  endurance  which  his  companion,  who  was 
incapable  of  rendering  him  assistance,  wondered  at. 
There  were  belts  of  deep  snow  the  almost  buried 
sleigh  must  be  dragged  through,  and  tracts  from 
which  the  wind  •'ad  swept  the  dusty  covering, 
leaving  bare  the  g.asses  the  runners  womd  not  slide 
over,  where  the  ieam  came  to  a  standstill,  and  could 
scarcely  be  urged  to  continue  the  struggle. 

At  last,  however,  the  loghouse  rose,  a  lonely  mound 
of  whiteness,  out  of  the  prairie,  and  Witham  drew  in 
a  deep  breath  of  contentment  when  a  dusky  figure 
appeared  for  a  moment  in  the  doorway.  His  weari- 
ness seemed  to  fall  from  him,  and  once  more  his 
companion  wondered  at  the  tirelessness  of  the  man, 
as,  floundering  on  foot  beside  them,  he  urged  the 
team  through  the  powdery  drifts  beneath  the  big 
birch  bluff.  Witham  did  not  go  in,  however,  when 
they  reached  the  house  ;  and  when,  five  minutes  later. 
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Maud  Harrington  came  ou*,  she  saw  him  leaning  with 
a  drawn  face  against  the  sleigh.  He  straightened 
hmiself  suddenly  at  the  sight  of  her,  but  she  had 
seen  sufficient,  and  her  heart  softened  towards  him. 
Whatever  the  man's  history  had  been  he  had  borne 
a  good  deal  for  her. 

The  return  journey  was  even  more  arduous,  and 
now  and  then  Maud  Barrington  felt  a  curious  throb 
of  pity  for  the  worn-out  man,  who  during  most  of  it 
warned  beside  tlie  team  ;  but  it  was  accomplished  at 
last,  and  she  contrived  to  find  means  of  thanking 
him  alone  when  they  reached  the  Grange. 
^^  Witham  shook  his  head,  and  then  smiled  a  little. 

It  isn't  nice  to  make  a  bargam,"  he  said.  "  Still, 
it  IS  less  pleasant  now  and  then  to  feel  under  an 
obligation,  though  there  is  no  reason  why  vou 
should."  ■'    •' 

Maud  Barrington  was  not  altogether  pleased,  but 
she  could  not  blind  herself  to  facts,  and  it  was  plain 
that  there  was  an  obligation.  "  I  am  afraid  I  cannot 
quite  believe  that,  but  I  do  not  see  what  you  are 
leading  to." 

Witham's  eyes  twinkled.  "Well,"  he  said  re- 
flectively, "I  don't  want  you  to  fancy  that  last 
night  commits  you  to  any  hne  of  conduct  in  regard 
to  me.    I  only  asked  for  a  truce,  you  see." 

Maud  Barruigton  was  a  trifle  nettled.  "  Yes  ?  " 
she  said. 

"  Then,  I  want  to  show  you  how  you  can  discharge 
any  trifling  obligation  you  may  fancy  you  may  owe 
me,  which  of  course  would  be  more  pleasant  to  you 
Do  not  allow  your  uncle  to  sell  any  wheat  forward 
for  you,  and  persuade  him  to  sow  every  acre  that 
belongs  to  you  this  spring." 

"  But  however  would  this  benefit  you  ?  "  asked 
the  girl. 

Witham  laughed.  "  I  have  a  fancy  that  I  can 
straighten  up  things  at  Silverdale,  if  I  can  get  my 
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way.  It  would  please  me,  and  I  believe  they  want  it. 
Of  course,  a  desire  to  improve  anything  appears 
curious  in  me  !  " 

Maud  Harrington  was  relieved  of  the  necessity  of 
answering,  for  the  Colonel  came  up  just  then  ;  but, 
moved  by  some  sudden  impulse,  she  nodded  as  if  in 
agreement. 

It  was  afternoon  when  she  awakened  from  a 
refreshing  sleep,  and  descending  to  the  room  set 
apart  for  herself  and  her  aunt,  sat  thoughtfully  still 
awhile  in  a  chair  beside  the  stove.  Then,  stretching 
out  her  hand,  she  took  up  a  little  case  of  photographs 
and  slipped  out  one  of  them.  It  was  a  portrait 
of  a  boy  and  pony,  but  there  was  a  significance  in  the 
fact  that  she  knew  just  where  to  find  it.  The  picture 
was  a  good  one,  and  once  more  Maud  Barrington 
noticed  the  arrogance,  which  did  not,  however,  seem 
out  of  place  there,  in  the  lad's  face.  It  was  also  a 
comely  face,  but  there  was  a  hint  of  sensuality  in  it 
that  marred  its  beauty.  Then  with  a  growing  per- 
plexity she  compared  it  with  that  of  the  weary  man 
who  had  plodded  beside  the  team.  Witham  was  not 
arrogant  but  resolute,  and  there  was  no  stamp  of 
indulgence  in  his  face.  Indeed,  the  girl  had  from  the 
beginning  recognised  the  virihty  in  it  that  was  tinged 
with  asceticism  and  sprang  from  a  simple,  strenuous 
life  of  toil  in  the  wind  and  sun. 

Just  then  there  was  a  rustle  of  fabric,  and  she  laid 
down  the  photograph  a  moment  too  late,  as  her  aunt 
came  in.  As  it  happened,  the  elder  lady's  eyes  rested 
on  the  picture,  and  a  faint  flush  of  annoyance  crept 
into  the  face  of  the  girl.  It  was  scarcely  perceptible, 
but  Miss  Barrington  saw  it,  and,  though  she  felt 
tempted,  did  not  smile. 

"  I  did  not  know  you  were  down,"  she  said. 
"  Lance  is  still  asleep.    He  seemed  very  tired." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  girl.  "  That  is  very  probable. 
He  left  the  railroad  before  daylight,  and  had  driven 
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round  to  several  farms  before  he  came  to  Macdonald's, 
and  he  was  very  considerate.    He  had  made  me  take 

^♦1-  ^l"'."!''^'  ^  i^^^y-  ^^"'^^  "P  ="><!  down  with 
nottang  but  his  mdoor  clothing  on  all  night  lone, 
though  the  wind  went  through  the  building,  and 
one  could  scarcely  keep  alive  a  few  feet  from  the 
stove. 

Again  the  flicker  of  colour  crept  into  the  girl's 
cheek,  and  the  eyes  that  were  keen,  as  well  as  gentle, 
noticed  it.  o        • 

"  I  think  you  owe  him  a  good  deal,"  said  Miss 
isarnngton. 

"  Yes,"  said  her  niece,  with  a  little  laugh  which 
amjeared  to  imply  a  trace  of  resentment.  "  I  believe 
f  tu  *"  seemed  unusually  anxious  to  relieve  me 
ot  that  impression.  He  was  also  good  enough  to  hint 
that  nothing  he  might  have  done  need  prevent  me 
being— the  right  word  is  a  trifle  difficult  to  find— but 
1  fancy  he  meant  unpleasant  to  him  if  I  wished  it  " 

There  was  a  little  twinkle  in  Miss  Barrington's 
eyes.  Are  you  not  a  trifle  hard  to  pleasi,  my 
dear  ?  Now,  if  he  had  attempted  to  insist  on  a 
claim  to  your  gratitude,  you  would  have  resented  it." 
Of  course,  said  the  girl  reflectively.  "  Still  it 
IS  annoymg  to  be  debarred  from  offering  it.  There 
are  times,  aunt,  when  I  can't  help  wishing  that  Lance 
Courthorne  had  never  come  to  SUverdale  There 
are  men  who  leave  nothing  just  as  they  found  it,  and 
whom  one  can't  ignore." 

Miss  Harrington  shook  her  head.  "  I  fancy  you  are 
wrong.    He  has  offended,  after  aU  ?  " 

She  was  pleased  to  see  her  niece's  face  relax  into  a 
smUe  that  expressed  unconcern.  "  We  are  all  exact- 
ing now  and  then,"  said  the  girl.  "  Still,  he  made  me 
promise  to  give  him  a  fair  trial,  which  was  not 
flattenng,  because  it  suggested  that  I  had  been  un- 
necessanly  harsh,  and  then  hinted  this  morning  that 
he  had  no  intention  of  holding  me  to  it.     It  really 
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was  not  gratifying  to  find  he  held  the  concession  he 
asked  for  of  so  small  account.  You  are,  however,  as 
easily  swayed  by  trifles  as  I  am,  because  Lance  can  do 
no  wrong  since  he  kissed  your  hand." 

"  I  really  think  I  liked  him  the  better  for  it,"  said 
the  little  silver-haired  lady.  "  The  respect  was  no^ 
assumed,  but  wholly  genuine,  you  soe  ;  and  whether 
I  was  entitled  to  it  or  not,  it  was  a  good  deal  in 
Lance's  favour  that  he  should  offer  it  to  nn-.  There 
must  be  some  good  in  the  man  who  can  be  moved  to 
reverence  anything,  even  if  he  is  mistaken." 

"  No  man  with  any  sense  could  help  adoring  you," 
said  Maud  Barrington.  "  Still,  I  wonder  why  you 
believe  I  was  wrong  in  wishing  he  had  not  come  to 
SUverdale  ?  " 

Miss  Barrington  looked  thoughtful.  "  I  will  tell 
you,  my  dear.  There  are  few  better  men  than  my 
brother  ;  but  his  thoughts,  and  the  traditions  he  is 
bound  by,  are  those  of  fifty  years  ago,  while  the  rest- 
less life  of  the  prairie  is  a  thing  of  to-day.  We  have 
fallen  too  far  behind  it  at  Silverdale,  and  a  crisis  is 
coming  that  none  of  us  are  prepared  for.  Even  Dane 
is  scarcely  fitted  to  help  my  brother  to  face  it,  and 
the  rest  are  either  over-fond  of  their  pleasure  or  un- 
trained boys.  Brave  lads  they  are,  but  none  of  them 
have  been  taught  that  it  is  orUy  by  mental  strain,  or 
the  ceaseless  toil  of  his  body,  the  man  without  an 
inheritance  can  win  himself  a  competence  now.  This 
is  why  they  want  a  leader  who  has  known  hardship 
and  himger,  instead  of  ease,  and  won  what  he  holds 
with  his  own  hand  in  place  of  having  it  given  him." 

"  You  fancy  we  could  find  one  in  such  a  man  as 
Lance  has  been  ?  " 

Miss  Barrington  looked  grave.  "  I  believe  the 
prodigal  was  afterwards  a  better,  as  well  as  a  wiser, 
man  than  the  one  who  stayed  at  home,  and  I  am  not 
quite  sure  that  Lance's  history  is  so  nearly  like  that 
of  the  son  in  the  parable  as  we  have  believed  it  to 
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very  diKreeth^     T  m;  ^^  '"''"  ''^^  ''^■''"v  behaved 
vciy  uiscreetiy.    i  mean  m  everythine  " 

sm«S  '^^n'ivf'.^V^i"'^'""'  ^"d  Mils  Barrington 
Si  'LTheT.^r*  '^'^^^  *?  h™.  becaut'bbod^S 

deal  rnm.»;>."^°"'^  ^^°°^  ^  responsible  for  a  good 
StTu'qSlf '="*'°"'    ^'*'''  ^'^^  BarringtonS 

;m;SrfflLg^KSHe;S' 

S^i  rS^-l^t  .^cons^ 

h.m^.over  to  dmner  occasionally.  sheVTwa^ 

The  girl  looked  down  a  moment,  for  realising  th^t 
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asked  for  something  in  return.  It  was  not  altogether 
easy  to  ^rant,  but  she  had  tacitly  pledged  herself, 
and  tumine  suddenly  she  laid  a  hand  on  Harrington's 


and  turning  s 
arm. 

"  Of  course  ;  but  I  want  to  talk  of  something  else 
just  now,"  she  said.  "  You  know  I  have  very  seldom 
asked  you  questions  about  my  affairs,  but  I  wish  to 
take  a  little  practical  interest  m  them  this  year." 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  Harrington,  with  a  smile.  "  Well, 
I  am  at  your  service,  my  dear,  and  quite  ready  to 
account  for  my  stewardship.  You  are  no  longer  my 
ward,  except  oy  your  own  wishes." 

"  I  am  still  your  niece,"  said  the  girl,  patting  his 
arm.  "  Now,  there  is,  of  course,  nobody  who  could 
manage  the  farming  better  than  you  do,  but  I  would 
like  to  raise  a  large  crop  of  wheat  this  season." 

"  It  wouldn't  pay,"  and  the  Colonel  grew  suddenly 
grave.  "  Very  few  men  in  the  district  trr  roing  to 
sow  all  their  holding.  Wheat  is  steadily  going 
down." 

"  Then  if  nobody  sows  there  will  be  very  little,  and 
shouldn't  that  put  up  the  prices  ?  " 

Barrington's  eyes  twinkled.  "  Who  has  been 
teaching  you  commercial  economy  ?  You  are  too 
pretty  to  understand  such  things,  and  the  argument 
is  fallacious,  because  the  wheat  is  consumed  in  Europe.' 
— and  even  if  we  have  not  much  to  offer,  they  can  get 
plenty  from  California,  Chile,  India,  and  Australia." 

"  Oh,  yes — and  Russia,"  said  the  girl.  "  Still,  you 
see,  the  big  mills  in  Winnipeg  and  Minneapolis  de- 
pend upon  the  prairie.  They  couldn't  very  well 
bring  wheat  in  from  Australia." 

Barrington  was  still  smiling  with  his  eyes,  but  his 
lips  were  set.  "  A  little  knowledge  is  dangerous,  my 
dear,  and  if  you  could  understanof  me  better,  I  could 
show  you  where  you  were  wrong.  As  it  is,  I  can 
only  tell  you  that  I  have  decidea  to  sell  wheat  for- 
ward and  plough  very  little," 
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"  But  tliat  was  a  poll,  y  yo.i  condemned  with  your 
usual  vigour.    Yoii  really  know  you  did." 
„„»  ^y  .f''"''"  ""''^  ♦he  Colonel,  wfth  a  little  impatient 
gesture,     one  can  never  argue  with  a  lady.    You  see 
—circumstances  alter  cases  considerably  " 

He  nodded  with  an  air  of  wisdom  as  though  that 
decided  It ;  but  the  ^irl  persisted.  "  Uncle,"  s^e  said 
drawing  closer  to  Tiim  with  lithe  gracefulness  "  T 
want  you  to  let  me  have  my  own  way  just  for'once 
and  If  I  am  wrong  I  will  never  do  anything  you  do  not 
approve  .  f  agmn  After  all,  it  is  a  very'little  thing 
and  you  would  like  to  please  me."  ^' 

"  "  'S  a  trifle  that  is  likely  to  cost  you  a  good  deal 
of  money,"  said  the  Colonel  dryly 
^^"  I  think  I  could  afford  it,  and  you  could  not  refuse 

T  "^^^  1"?,°"!^  1°^^  ""<^1«'  =i"d  1°  longer  a  trustee 
I  could  not  "  said  fearrington.     "  Still,  ySu  would  no 
act  against  my  wishes  ?  " 
His  eves  were  gentle,  unusually  so,  for  he  was  not 

^11^.  wT"^  P^*'*'"*  '"^^'^  ^"y°"^  questioned  his 
^rl  •  ^*iu^t'^  "'^^  a  reproach  in  them  that  hurt  the 
^"vl"  V  '^^•'i^^  ^11%^"^^  promised,  she  persisted. 
No,  she  said.  "  That  is  why  it  would  be  ever 
so  much  nicer  if  you  would  just  think  as  I  did  " 

Bamngton  looked  at  her  steadily.  "  If  you'insist 
I  can  at  least  hope  for  the  best,"  he  saiVwfth  a 
S^  ^°"^^*  ""  *'''"*  *^°'°"'"  *°  ^^^  listener's 

It  was  next  day  when  Witham  took  his  leave,  and 

Sn    fu7s        °  **°°^  ^^''^^  ^"^  ^  ^^  P"*  °»  *>'« 

*„  '!i^°"  ^^^'{^^  ^i'^r^  ^''^  something  you  wished  me 
to  do.  and,  though  it  was  difficult,  it'^is  done,"  she" 

s  rin    "  ^    ^    ^"^  "^^  ^  ''"^"  '^"'^  ^'^^'^t  *^^ 

.n^^h?*  ^''^f-  ^"^  }^^^^  =^^'<^e  =^  -noment  and 
apparently  found  it  needful  to  fumble  at  the  fasten- 
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ings  of  the  furs,  while  there  was  a  curious  expression 
in  his  eyes  when  he  looked  round  apin. 

"  Then,"  he  said  with  a  little  smile,  "  we  an'  quits. 
That  cancels  any  little  obligation  which  may  have 
existed." 

He  had  gone  in  another  minute,  and  Maud  Har- 
rington turned  baclc  into  the  stove-warmed  room 
very  quietly.  Her  lips  were,  however,  somewhat 
closely  set. 


t;^ 


CHAPTER  XI. 


SPEED     THE     PLOUGH. 

Winter  had  fled  back  beyond  the  barrens  to  the 
lonely  North  at  last,  and  though  here  and  there  a 
little  slushy  snow  still  lay  soaking  the  black  loam  in  a 
hollow,  a  warm  wind  swept  the  vast  levels  when  one 
morning  Colonel  Barrington  rode  with  his  niece  and 
sister  across  the  prairie.  Spring  comes  suddenly  in 
that  region,  and  the  frost-bleached  sod  was  steaming 
under  an  effulgent  sun,  while  in  places  a  hardy  flower 
peeped  through.  It  was  six  hundred  miles  to  the 
forests  of  the  Rockies'  eastern  slope,  and  as  far  to  the 
Athabascan  pines,  but  it  seemed  to  Maud  Barrington 
that  their  resinous  sweetness  was  in  the  glorious 
western  wind,  which  awoke  a  musical  sighing  from 
the  sea  of  rippling  grass.  It  roUed  away  before  her  in 
bUlows  of  lustrous  sUver-grey,  and  had  for  sole 
boundary  the  first  upward:  spring  of  the  arch  of 
cloudless  blue,  across  which  the  vanguard  of  the 
feathered  host  pressed  on,  company  by  company, 
towards  the  Pole.  r     j     j         r    j, 

The  freshness  of  it  aU  stirred  her  blood  like  wine 
and  the  brightness  that  flooded  the  prairie  had  crept 
into  her  eyes  ;  for  those  who  bear  the  iron  winter  of 
that  lonely  land  realise  the  wonder  of  the  re-awaken- 
mg,  which  in  a  little  space  of  days  dresses  the  waste 
which  has  lain  for  long  months  white  and  silent  as  the 
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dead,  in  living  green.  It  also  has  its  subtle  signifi- 
cance that  the  grimmest  toiler  feels,  and  the  essence  of 
it  is  hope  eternal  and  triumphant  life.  The  girl  felt 
the  thrill  of  it,  and  gave  thanks  by  an  answering 
brightness,  as  the  murmuring  grasses  and  peeping 
flowerets  did  ;  but  there  was  behind  her  instinctive 
gladness  a  vague  wonder  and  expectancy.  She  had 
read  widely,  and  seen  the  life  of  the  cities  with  under- 
standing eyes,  and  now  she  was  to  bo  provided  with 
the  edifying  spectacle  of  the  gambler  and  outcast 
turned  farmer. 

Had  she  been  asked  a  few  months  earlier  whether 
the  man  who  had,  as  Courthorne  had  done,  cast  away 
his  honoui  and  wallowed  in  the  mire,  could  come 
forth  again  and  purge  himself  from  the  stain,  her 
answer  would  have  been  coldly  sceptical ;  but  now, 
with  the  old  familiar  miracle  and  what  it  symbolised 
before  her  eyes,  the  thing  looked  less  improbable. 
Why  this  should  give  her  pleasure  she  did  not  know, 
or  would  not  admit  that  she  did,  but  the  fact  remained 
that  it  was  so. 

Trotting  down  the  slope  of  the  next  rise,  they  came 
upon  him,  and  he  stood  with  very  Uttle  sign  of  dissol- 
ute living  upon  him  by  a  great  breaker  plough.  In 
front  of  him,  the  quarter-mile  furrow  led  on  beyond 
the  tall  sighting  poles  on  the  crest  of  the  next  rise,  and 
four  splendid  horses,  of  a  kind  not  very  usual  on  the 
prairie,  were  stamping  the  steaming  clods  at  his  side. 
Bronzed  by  frost  and  sun,  with  his  brick-red  neck  and 
arch  of  chest  revealed  by  the  coarse  blue  shirt  that, 
belted  at  the  waist,  enhanced  his  slenderness  of  flank, 
the  repentant  prodigal  was  at  least  a  passable  speci- 
ment  of  the  animal  man  ;  but  it  was  the  strength  and 
patience  in  his  face  that  struck  the  girl,  as  he  turned 
towards  her,  bareheaded,  with  a  little  smile  in  his 
eyes.  She  also  noticed  the  difference  he  presented 
with  his  ingrained  hands  and  the  stain  of  the  soil 
upon  him  to  her  uncle,  who  sat  his  horse,  immaculate 
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Pn^-"if''  ^"'^  gloved  hand  on  the  bridle    for  the 

doubWul."        ^  consummation  appears  distinctly 

'hS'^hLW'''/'  H  P°^*^'^  *°  ^  g^^^t  'nachine 
"icn,  named  by  four  horspi   mllo^  *^ j_  ^u 


ct„T  ■  "'-""^^'^ "' sir,  '  he  said.     "In  fart  T'm 

staking  somewhat  heavily     That  team  itn!*^ 

"  No  doubt,"  said  Barrington  dryly     "  Still   wf. 

cS^T^STbet^sr^^^ 

"StiuTherJr  !^^  °"''  Pu^"^"'^^'  Lance,"  hHaid! 

ScS  tKara  Tto^^^^^^^  I -^s 

for  Wi?h'.'^°""*i*^  ^"'^  '^^^P^'^  J^'s  companion  down, 
ure  wfc.'J^'^f  no  answer.    The  farmer  was  ney^^ 

fitofi^onv  hi'J,^*^''*  'I""'  •'"*•  ^*^«  '"  ^"  occasional 
nt  ot  irony,  he  had  not  attempted  by  any  reference  to 

he  had  K*  *""  "*•'  'r  ^t**  Cfourt^home's  sTnce 
He  had  fal^f  ^K^'^/P*?^  ^  *^^  '^"^^  ^t  Silyerdale. 
while  h„fh°  **>«,  f^^ad  man's  inheritance,  for  a 
«ie  tr^th  wV  Tu^^  '^'^P  "°  ^"^her.  and  to  speak 
tne  truth,  which  he  saw  was  not  credited,  brought  him 

I 


130 


THE   IMPOSTOR. 


almost  statuesque  ^-e  °f   h^   thmty  cla  ^.^^gu 

t"'.ssr.b'."  p" '"cS  .hS;  ->»  hav.  ^. 

found  pleasure  in  the  mire  '  ,  „     i^.^ 
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Of  course,  it  does  not  sound  very 


this  ploughing, 
sensible." 

M  Miss  Barrington  looked  at  hin,  gravely,  for  there 
7he  ?wo""°"  u^'!f  steadily-tightenfng  bond  between 
^^n  J  r  *  depends  upon  what  you  mean  by 
sense.  Can  we  reason  out  all  we  feel,  and  is  there 
nothmg  intangible  but  real  behind  the  impulses  which 
may  oe  sent  to  us  ? 

»  lr^3"  f'^  Witham,  with  a  little  smile,  "  that  is 
a  trifle  too  deep  for  me,  and  it's  difficult  to  think  of 

fhS^  J'^'  '^'.'",°'^  i  ^^^^  t°  ^°-  But  you  were 
the  first  at  SUverdale  to  hold  out  a  hand  to  me-and  I 
have  a  feelmg  that  your  good  wishes  would  go  a  long 
7hLl°J  u  1  ^together  fantastic  to  belfeve  that 
ttie  good-will  of  my  first  friend  would  help  to  bring 
me  prospenty  ? "  ^  ° 

.ofT'^tn^^''^:^^"'^^  ^^^y'^  «y«^  ^^^^  momentarily 
soft,  and,  with  a  gravity  that  did  not  seem  out  of 
place,  she  moved  forward  and  laid  her  hand  on  a  big 
norse  s  neck,  and  smiled  when  the  dumb  beast  re- 
sponded to  her  gentle  touch. 

n,olJM^  ^  ^  »  '^°'^"  ^^^  ^^'d.  "  Lance,  thee  is 
f«H •  ^u  u°^.^'^'  °'  ^^^  •'■"^ad  that  somebody  is 
needing,  behmd  what  you  are  doing,  and  because  I 
loved  your  mother  I  know  how  her  approval  would 
have  followed  you.  And  now  sow  in  hope,  and  God 
speed  your  plough  !  " 

She  turned  away  almost  abruptly,  and  Witham 
stood  still,  with  one  hand  closed  tightly  and  a  littie 
deeper  tmt  m  the  bronze  of  his  face'  sensible  at  once 
of  an  unchanged  resolution  and  a  horrible  degrada- 
M°"'  J^^^  ^^  ^"^  ^h''*  t'^e  Colonel  had  helped 
Miss  Barrington  mto  the  saddle  and  her  niece  was 
speakmg. 

J^rl^"^  something  to  ask  Mr.  Courthorne,  and  will 
overtake  you,"  she  said. 

^_  The  others  rode  on,  and  the  girl  turned  to  Witham, 
1  made  you  a  promise  and  did  my  best  to  keep  it 
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but  I  find  it  harder  than  I  fancied  U  would  be,    she 
said.    "  I  want  you  to  release  me."  ..,,,.^, 

"  I  should  like  to  hear  your  reasons,'  said  Witham. 

The  girl  made  a  faint  gesture  of  impatience.  Of 
course,  if  you  insist !  " 

"  I  do,"  said  Witham  quietly. 
'  Then  I  promised  you  to  have  all  my  holding  sown 
this  year,  and  I  am  still  willing  to  do  so  ;  but,  though 
my  uncle  makes  no  protests  I  know  he  feels  my  op- 
position very  keenly,  and  it  hurts  me  horribly.  Un- 
spoken reproaches  are  the  worst  to  bear,  you  know, 
and  now  Dane  and  some  of  the  others  are  following 
your  lead,  it  is  painful  to  feel  that  I  am  taking  part 
with  them  against  the  man  who  has  always  been  kmd 

to  me."  ,     ,      ,  i     /-  1      1 

"  And  you  would  prefer  to  be  loyal  to  Colonel 
Harrington  even  if  it  cost  you  a  good  deal  ?  " 

"  Of  course  !  "  said  Maud  Barrington.  Can  you 
£isk  ni6  ? ' 

Witham  saw  the  sparkle  in  her  eyes  and  the  half- 
contemptuous  pride  in  the  poise  of  the  shapely  head. 
Loyalty,  it  was  evident,  was  not  a  figure  of  speech 
with  her,  but  he  felt  that  he  had  seen  enough  and 
turned  his  face  aside.  ,    ,  „  u 

"  I  knew  it  would  be  difficult  when  I  asked,  he 
said.  "  Still,  I  cannot  give  you  back  that  promise. 
We  are  going  to  see  a  great  change  this  year,  and  I 
have  set  my  heart  on  making  all  I  can  for  you. 

"  But  why  should  you  ?  "  asked  Maud  Barrington, 
somewhat  astonished  that  she  did  not  feel  more 

^"^^eU,"  said  Witham  gravely,  "  I  may  tell  you 
by-and-bye,  and  in  the  meanwhile  you  can  set  it  down 
to  vanity.  This  may  be  my  last  venture  at  Silver- 
dale,  and  I  want  to  make  it  a  big  success." 

The  girl  glanced  at  him  sharply,  and  it  was  because 
the  news  caused  her  an  unreasonable  concern  that 
there  was  a  trace  of  irony  in  her  voice. 


SPEED  THE  PLOUGH.  133 

exemplary  Kc^s  ZI^^^^,^^^^^^-^^'  ^'^ 

bla4  SOU  •?  „"?act  X';r''  ^'""S'^^'  ^"d  rich, 
will  be  virtue,  grvJn  the  einfornni*  "Ve^.  !f  P^^""'  '* 
out  when  I  go  away  "  °"*=^'  *^^*  ''"««  me 

"But  where  are  you  going  to  ?  " 

girl^X'KyTl&K''^P'^'"^'^-d  ^ 
"ly  own  station,"  fie  said  ^ff  1,?  \T\  ^^ck  to 
and  then  turned  w^^h  a  i.^f  1^1."'  ^^".^^  *°  himself, 
"  In  the  me^whiTethere  !^/^'""?.°i  ^'  ^ho-^ders. 
oncemo.Iams5;^;?rn:;otX?e'y?u^^°  Co,  and 
me  SZ's''^^rt:Ti:'L  J--"lf  not  expect 
difficulty.^  I  cannot  MHprih^  ^ '*'"''  ^^'^  practical 
my  uncfe's  te^and^**^  .„MTr''*"""^  '"'^^°^ 
men  or  horsesTp^?!  L^e S/iJ.'' ^  "°^  ^"«-«* 

have''ionKtTel'^'*'/'"  r^"y-     "Well.  I 

for  you  you^a/Jl7„,e^'r  Jhf  se'rvicTs'.'^^  '^  ^"'^^ 

all^iS^r  ras'yt  XX^'^^^k  "  ^*  ^^ 
word,  I  will  keep  k  to  thMetter^'snr^f  "^y 

WithaS.  Zetl?  P™""^'^  "^^"--^  y-  -«k  it^said 
the  girrs.  had'biXsS- ,tt,^S^^^^^^ 
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gaming  table,  and  seeking  other  equaUy  undesirable 
feHons  at  the  railroad  settlement.  For  the  sake 
of  Ws  mother  in  England,  Miss  Barrmgton  desired 
hni  brought  to  his  senses,  but  was  afraid  to  appeal  to 
the  Colonel,  whose  measures  were  occasionally  more 
draconic  than  wise.  ■■  m,*!    ^     "  <;tiii   I 

'« I  will  do  what  I  can,"  said  Witliam.  btiU,  1 
am  not  sure  that  a  lad  of  the  kind  is  worth  your 
worrjdng  over,  and  I  am  a  trifle  curious  as  to  what 
induced  you  to  entrust  the  mission  to  me  ? 

The  gkl  felt  embarrassed,  but  she  saw  that  an 
answer  was  expected.  "  Since  you  ask,  it  occurred 
fo  me  that  you  could  do  it  better  than  anybody 
else  "  she  said.  "  Please  don't  misunderstand  me  ; 
bui'l  fa^cy  it  is  the  other  man  who  is  leading  him 

'''v^tham  smiled  somewhat  grimly.  "Your  mean- 
ing is  quUe  plain,  and  I  am  already  looking  orward 
to  the  encounter  with  my  fellow-gambler.  You 
believe  that  I  wiU  prove  a  match  f or  hm  ? 

Maud  Harrington,  to  her  annoyance,  felt  the  blooa 
creep  to  her  forehead,  but  she  looked  at  the  man 
steK  noticing  the  quiet  forcefulness  beneath  his 

Knmewhat  caustic  amusement.  ,  ,  ,  » 

somewnar  «i  ^^.^  _  „  ^^^  ^  ^j^^jj  ^  grateful. 

In  another  few  minutes  she  was  galloping  across 
the  prairie,  and  when  she  reioinecT  her  aunt  and 
BarrFneton  endeavoured  to  draw  out  the  latter  s 
oSton  respecting  Courthorne's  venture  by  a  few 

""' "  Htvrknows  where  he  was  taueht  it.  but  there 
is  no  doubt  that  the  man  is  an  excelfent  famer  he 
said     "  It  is  a  ^ity  that  he  is  also,  to  all  intents  and 

^Ts  Ba^fngton  glanced  at  her  niece  and  both  of 
them  smUed,  fir  the  Colonel  usuaUy  took  for  grnnted 
the  hisanity  of  anyone  who  questioned  his  opinions 
In^t  meanwhile,  Witham  sat  swaying  on  the 
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with  the  grim,  unwavering  diligence  that  had 
already  carried  him,  dismayed  but  unyieldmg, 
through  years  of  drought  and  harvest  hail,  and  the 
stars  shone  down  on  the  prairie  when  at  last  he  loosed 

his  second  team.  

Then,  standing  in  the  door  of  his  lonely  homestead, 
he  glanced  at  the  great  shadowy  granaries  and  barns, 
and  clenched  his  hand  as  he  saw  what  he  could  do 
if  the  things  that  had  been  forced  upon  him  were 
rightfully  his.    He  knew  his  own  mettle,  and  that  he 
could  hold  them  if  he  would  ;  but  the  pale,  cold  face 
of  a  woman  rose  up  in  judgment  against  him,  and  he 
also  knew  that  because  of  the  love  of  her,  that  was 
casting  its  toils  about  him,  he  must  give  them  up. 
Far  back    «  the  prairie  a  lontly  coyote  howled,  and 
a  faint  wind,  that  was  now  like  snow-cooled  wine, 
brought  the  sighing  of  limitless  grasses  out  of  the 
silence.    There  was  no  cloud  in  the  crystalline  ether, 
and  something  in  the  vastness  and  stillness  that 
spoke  of  infinity  brought  a  curious  sense  of  peace  to 
him     Impostor  though  he  was,   he  would  leave 
Silverdale  better  than  he  found  it,  and  afterwards 
it  would  be  of  no  great  moment  what  became  of  him. 
Countless  generations  of  toiling  men  had  borne  their 
petty  sorrows  before  him,  and  gone  back  to  the  dust 
they  sprang  from  ;  but  still,  in  due  succession,  harvest 
followed  ^eed-time,  and  the  world  whirled  on.    Then, 
remembering  that,  in  the  meanwhile,  he  had  much 
to  do  which  would  commence  with  the  sun  on  the 
morrow,  he  went  back  into  the  house  and  shook  the 
fancies  from  him. 


CHAPTER  XII 

MASTERY    RECOGNISED. 

I^^K""^^'  considering  the  latest  price  of  wheat  a 
soinewha  astonishing  Ittendance  in  the  lone  rcxim 
eient^^'i  ^' *he  railroad  settlement  one  SalurXy 
2^S  ^-^^  ^"^  *'°v^  »n  the  midst  of  it  diffused  a 
stuffy  and  almost  unnecessary  heat,  gaudy  nickeUed 
lamps  an  uncertain  briUiancy,  and  the  Dlace  w^ 
Set^nh  '^u  «lri"«g  *««oke^of  in^fferenrtoLco 
y^*?**^'  I'^'Janc  in  colour  and  drawing  hun^ 
about  the  roughly-boarded  walls,  and  any^critka! 

and"fwdr     ^^"^  '""'  *''  saloon 'cZfo"tl£ 

fac^Tp'n^wr"^'-  ^^.  ^^^^  "^Sbt  with  bronzed- 
laced  men  who  expected  nothing  better.  Most  of 
them  wore  jackets  of  soft  black  leather  or  embroi 

of  not  .T"'"'  ""'^  '^'  J^^"  t^°"«««  and  long  bZs" 
?h  "°i^,Jew  apparently  stood  in  need  of  relah^^ 
aWlir^f  sprinkling  of  more  conventiond  Sfi 

settlUn/f  !f  1^°^^^  *h^t  *•>«  storekeepers  ofthe 
settlement  had  been  drawn  together,  as  well  a^  tht 

TtlT/^T'?  **'°,'^^'^  driven  in  to'buyTovTsiSs 
laughter,  and  their  voices  were  low,  for  boisterousne« 

m^tiV  ■..  ^"d^*'*'  ^^^  attitude  of  some  of  the  men  wll 
mddly  deprecatory,  as  though  they  felt  that  in  a  Jst! 
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ing  in  what  was  going  forward  they  were  doing  an  un- 
usual thing.  StUl,  the  eyes  of  all  were  turned  toward 
the  table  where  a  man,  who  differed  widely  in  appear- 
ance from  most  of  them,  dealt  out  the  cards. 

He  wore  city  clothes,  and  a  white  shirt  with  a  fine 
diamond  in  the  front  of  it,  while  there  was  a  keen 
intentness  behind  the  half-ironical  smile  in  his  some- 
what colourless  face.  The  whiteness  of  h«  long, 
nervous  fingers  and  the  (quickness  of  his  gestures 
would  also  have  stamped  him  as  a  being  of  different 
order  from  the  slowly-spoken  prairie  farmers,  while 
the  slendemess  of  the  little  pile  of  coins  in  front  of 
him  testified  that  his  endeavours  to  tempt  them  to 
speculation  on  games  of  chance  had  met  with  no  very 
marked  success  as  yet.  Gambling  for  stakes  of 
moment  is  not  a  popular  amusement  in  that  country, 
where  the  soil  demands  his  best  from  every  man 
in  return  for  the  scanty  dollars  it  yields  him,  but 
the  gamester  had  chosen  his  time  well,  and  the  men 
who  had  borne  the  dreary  solitude  of  winter  in  out- 
lying farms,  and  now  only  saw  another  adverse 
season  opening  before  them,  were  for  once  in  the 
mood  to  clutch  at  any  excitement  that  would  relieve 
the  monotony  of  their  toilsome  lives. 

A  few  were  betting  small  sums  with  an  apparent 
lack  of  interest  which  did  not  in  the  least  deceive  the 
dealer,  and  when  he  handed  a  few  dollars  out  he 
laughed  a  little  as  he  turned  to  the  bar-keeper. 

"  Set  them  up  again.  I  want  a  drink  to  pass  the 
time,"  he  said.  "  I'll  play  you  at  anything  you  like 
to  put  a  name  to,  boys,  if  this  game  don't  suit  you, 
but  you'll  have  to  give  me  the  chance  of  making  my 
hotel  bill.  In  my  country  I've  seen  folks  livelier  at  a 
funeral."  ,    ,  ,        ^1, 

The  glasses  were  handed  round,  but  when  the 
gambler  reached  out  towards  the  silver  at  his  side,  a 
big  bronzed-skinned  rancher  stopped  him. 

''  No,"  he  drawled.    "  We're  not  stickingjyou.for  a 
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iTJ?,n '"''  ^^J}^'  "".'^.t'^'*  '=°™«*  °"t  °'  ""y  treasury. 

the  &""  ""■'*  '^°"''"'  ""^  ^''^^  "^y  chances  on 

"Well,"  said  the  dealer,   "that's  a  little  more 

encouraging.    Anybody  wanting  to  make  it  better  ?" 

with  aTfh  H  /"  "^'xrately^mbroidered  deerskin 
with  a  flushed  face  leaned  upon  the  table.  "  Show 
you  how  we  play  cards  in  the  old  country,"  he  saWL 

I  U  make  it  thirty-for  u  beginning." 
.*,i»H''l'^^-/  '""'Pen'ary  silence,  Tor  the  lad  had 
staked  heavily  and  lost  of  late,  but  one  or  two  more 
bets  were  made.    Then  the  cards  were  turned  up! 

wiings         ""  "''y  *'  ^'  ^°°^  "J'  '"'* 

mi^Sy'"'  ^""  "" ■"  ^^  ^^'^^  "  '^'^  *""«  -•" 
He  won  twice  more  in  succession,  and  tlie  men 
closed  m  about  the  table,  while,  for  the  dialer  knew 
wl^n  to  strike,  the  glasses  w^nt  round  again,  and  i^ 
he  growing  interest  nobody  quite  noticed  who  paid 

fn  *r''l.''^^'^*'l"'?!.-  .T''^"'  ^''"^  the  dollars  bigan 
to  trickle  m  the  lad  flung  a  biU  for  a  hundred  down 

■  .  ••*  beat'me  !  ^     "  '"     ^""^^y-     "  ^"-"'s"*  y°» 
<-M-  i  Poi^e  he  won,  and  just  then  two  men  came 

hoiei-keepe°r        "^"''         '  °^  **"""  '*«""''  *"  *^^ 

keenl^t'Lr'^   °"  '    '^'^^   ^^^^   ^^^   '^^'^   -^ 

.J,^t  °^!'^\"'f^  l^i^hed  a  little.  "Ferris  has 
struck  a  streak  of  luck,  but  I  wouldn't  be  very  sorry  if 
you  got  him  away,  Mr.  Courthorne.    He  has  had  as 

^Ji  K  '^  ''^'^  "■■'■y  ^"■^^'^Z-  and  I  don't  want  any- 
body broke  up  in  my  house.  The  boys  can  look  out  for 

In^Hnf  ?'.''?*  the  Silverdale  kid  has  been  losing  a 
good  deal  lately,  and  he  doesn't  know  when  to  stop." 
i*Witham  glanced  at  his  companion  who  nodded. 
The  j'oung  fool,"  he  said 
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They  crossed  towards  the  table  in  time  to  see  the 
lad  take  up  his  winnings  again,  and  Witham  laid  his 
hand  quietly  upon  his  shoulder. 

"  Come  along  and  have  a  drink  while  you  give  the 
rest  a  show,"  he  said.  "  You  seem  to  have  done 
tolerably  well,  and  it's  usually  wise  to  stop  while  the 
chances  are  going  with  you." 

The  lad  turned  and  stared  at  him  with  languid 
insolence  in  his  half-closed  eyes,  and,  though  he  came 
of  a  lineage  that  had  been  famous  in  the  old  country, 
there  was  nothing  very  prepossessing  in  his  appear- 
ance. His  mouth  was  loose,  his  face  weak  in  spite  of 
its  inherited  pride,  and  there  was  Uttle  need  to  tell 
either  of  the  men,  who  noticed  his  nervous  fingers  and 
muddiness  of  skin,  that  he  was  one  who  in  the  strenu- 
ous early  days  would  have  worn  the  woolly  crown. 

"  Were  you  addressing  me  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  was,'*'  said  Witham  quietly.  "  I  was,  in  fact, 
inviting  you  to  share  our  refreshment.  You  see  we 
have  just  come  in." 

"  Then,"  said  the  lad,  "  it  was  condemnable  im- 
pertinence. Since  you  have  taken  this  fellow  up, 
couldn't  you  teach  him  that  it's  bad  taste  to  thrust 
his  company  upon  people  who  don't  want  it,  Dane  ?  " 

Witham  said  nothing,  but  drew  Dane,  who  flushed 
a  trifle,  aside,  and  when  they  sat  down  the  latter 
smiled  dryly. 

"  You  have  taken  on  a  big  contract,  Courthome. 
How  are  you  going  to  get  the  young  ass  out  ?  "  he 
said. 

"  Well,"  said  Witham,  "  it  would  gratify  me  to 
take  him  by  the  neck,  but  as  I  don't  know  that  it 
would  please  the  Colonel  if  I  made  a  public  spectacle 
of  one  of  his  retainers,  I  fancy  I'll  have  to  tackle  the 
gambler.  I  don't  know  him,  but  as  he  comes  from 
across  the  frontier  it's  more  than  likely  he  has  heard 
of  me.  There  are  advantages  in  having  a  record  like 
mine,  you  see." 
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tmn^^rl  "°^  ^PP^^""  contented  with  this  exolana 
wa?;hwi}f  ^^'^'l  ""thing  further,  and  the  two  sat 

someb^^?  *"°  ^""'^^^'^  tl'^  ^^  has  let  go."  said 

stllll?    r*  °°^'  =^"'*  °n<=«  more  there  w^^tiff 
j^^Gomg  to  get  it  all  back.    I'Q  stake  you  four 

wasfrLti^  th^SeS'nrK-XSl-  ^t 
on  the  game.  Still,  when  the  S  were  dealt  ^t 
was  the  gambler's  face  he  watched  For  f  HhI* 
space  nobody  moved,  and  then  the  kd  flulj  dowJS 
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cards  and  stood  up  with  a  greyness  in  his  cheeks  and 
his  hands  shaking. 

"  You've  got  all  my  dollars  now,"  he  said.  Still, 
I'll  play  you  for  doubles  if  you'll  take  my  paper." 

The  gambler  nodded,  and  flung  down  a  big  pile  of 
bills.    ''  I  guess  I'll  trust  you.    Mine  are  here. ' 

The  bystanders  waited  motionless,  and  none  of 
them  made  a  bet,  for  any  stakes  they  could  offer 
would  be  trifles  now  ;  but  they  glanced  at  the  lad  who 
stood  tensely  still,  while  Witham  watched  the  face  of 
the  man  at  the  table  in  front  of  him.  For  a  moment 
he  saw  a  flicker  of  triumph  in  his  eyes,  and  that 
decided  him.  Again,  one  by  one,  the  cards  went 
down,  and  then,  when  everybody  waited  in  strained 
expectancy,  the  lad  seemed  to  grow  limp  suddenly 
and  groaned. 

"  You  can  let  up,"  he  said  hoarsely.  I  ve  gone 
down ! "  ,        , , 

Then  a  hard  brown  hand  was  laid  upon  the  table, 
and  while  the  rest  stared  in  astonishment,  a  voice 
which  had  a  little  stern  ring  in  it  said,  "  Turn  the 
whole  pack  up,  and  hand  over  the  other  one." 

In  an  instant  the  gambler's  hand  swept  beneath  his 
jacket,  but  it  was  a  mistaken  move,  for  as  swiftly 
the  other  hard,  brown  fingers  closed  upon  the  pile  of 
bills,  and  the  men,  too  astonished  to  murmur,  saw 
Witham  leaning  very  grim  in  face  across  the  table. 
Then  it  tilted  over  beneath  him,  and  the  cards  were 
on  the  gambler's  knees,  while,  as  the  two  men  rose 
and  faced  each  other,  something  glinted  in  the  hands 
of  one  of  them. 

It  is  more  than  probable  that  the  man  did  not 
intend  to  use  it,  and  trusted  to  its  moral  effect,  for 
the  display  of  pistols  is  not  regarded  with  much  toler- 
ation on  the  (Canadian  prairie.  In  any  case,  he  had 
not  the  opportunity,  for  in  another  moment  Witham  s 
right  hand  closed  upon  his  wrist,  and  the  gambler  was 
struggling  fruitlessly   to  extricate  it.    He  was   a 
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life  for  eighS  vearT  fiil^™'  ^1^  '"'^^  Spartan 
use  that  wrist  aea^n^hjfr??  ^''^t'ler  he  would  ever 
pistol  anrput  ft  S  Ikl^Z  P'!;'^'\"P  '^^  ^^» 

thinf^'lf' yoSltVnl*'::'  •"  ^  *""^  *°  do  the  square 
Poc&ts    Jem  s^'ZuZ^"''  ^'^■*"™  °"t  your 

tho'i.^TSsibTe^rsitr  h4? '^ 

to  play  an  honest  camP  a^r^c  T^  ^°.""'^ '*  ^"^^sable 
evidently  surmTsfd1hatthpr^'L*^1  ^'■°"^'^^'  '^^  ^ad 
tion  amongThe  Canadilr,  ?  ^^^  ^^^  ^^  of  detec- 
knew  they  would  not  wahL^^T-  ""  P^^'^aWy 
the  first  stages  of  the  dtercaf inn' >''• '^°"'*"*'  *"«**« 
insuperably  difficJt  for  a  f«?  '*  "  "°*  ^«  ^  ">le 
own'igainit  an  h^dimant  ^mlf  ™^\*°  ^"^'^  his 
definiti  notion  of  wh^Zvm»P^''J^^°  '^^^^  "o 

'°"Z5  ""t  -*-^he^Sd"tr^^rtht'"' "  ^^^ 

wrarn^?Si;i;;.r^'i;;;sf^^^^ 

of  me.    Anyway  there  krf>  .  J^  P  y°"  "^^^^  heard 

Mm,  as  you've  tot  mv  n«*«i     ^i  .       '     he  said. 

my  wrist/the  l^fryo,f  c^anll^r'l  '''^'°^^*«1 
out  of  this."  ^  ""  '*  to  get  a  partner 

sho^eTh^^  ^tMu^r/n^H""'?,':'  ^°d  the  lad's  face 
turned  qui2ly";'o^SoTelktp;?"°"'  «'"*  ^'tham 
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"  You  will  take  this  man  with  you  into  your  side 
room  and  stop  with  him  there,"  he  said.  "  Dane, 
give  him  the  bills.  The  rest  of  you  had  better  sit 
down  here  and  make  a  list  of  your  losses,  and  you  11 
get  whatever  the  fellow  has  upon  him  divided 
amongst  you.  Then,  because  I  ask  you,  and  you  d 
have  had  nothing  but  for  me,  you'll  put  him  in  hB 
waggon  and  turn  him  out  quietly  upon  the  praine.  _ 

"That's  sense,  and  we  don't  want  no  circus  here, 
said  somebody.  ,    ^     x.       ,. 

A  few  voices  were  raised  in  protest,  but  when  it 
became  evident  that  one  or  two  of  the  company  were 
inclined  io  adopt  more  draconic  measures,  Dane 
spoke  quietly  and  forcibly,  and  was  listened  to. 
Then  Witham  reached  out  and  grasped  the  shoulder 
of  the  English  lad,  who  made  the  last  attempt  to 
rouse  his  companions. 

"  Let  them  alone,  Ferris,  and  come  along.  You  U 
get  most  of  what  you  lost  back  to-morrow,  and 
we're  going  to  take  you  home,"  he  said. 

Ferris  turned  upon  him,  hoarse  with  passion, 
flushed  in  face,  and  swaying  a  trifle  on  his  feet,  whUe 
Witham  noticed  that  he  drew  one  arm  back.  ^^ 

"  Who  are  you  to  lay  hands  on  a  gentleman  ? 
he  asked.     "Keep  your  distance.    I'm  gomg  to 
stay  here,  and,  if  I'd  have  had  my  way,  we'd  have 
kicked  you  out  of  Silverdale." 

Witham  dropped  his  hand,  but  next  moment  the 
ornament  of  a  distinguished  famUy  was  seized  by 
the  neck,  and  the  farmer  glanced  at  Dane. 

"  We've  had  enough  of  this  fooling,  and  he  U  be 
grateful  to  me  to-morrow,"  he  said. 

Then  his  captive  was  thrust,  resisting  strenuously, 
out  of  the  room,  and  with  Dane's  assistance  conveyed 
to  the  waiting  waggon,  into  which  he  was  flung, 
almost  speecluess  with  indignation. 

"  Now,"  said  Dane  quietly,  "  you've  given  us  a 
good  deal  more  trouble  than  you're  worth,»Fems,  and 
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&ad  m7fline-^rtv/„^'P*^'''"«  °^'  because  IVe 
figure  out  still  v™.  ^  '^""^  ™^  "°^«  *lian  I  care  to 
hS7hi=  *■  J^""'  however,  can  puU  ud  becau^P 

SCi're  no7fii  ^7^^  ^°"^*  *°"°d  °"t  a  go^  deal 
want  to  Uw  w£SeTh^-  SSeTa^tul; 

for  you^dopTfitoil'U.i!  ^?>".^  """^'^^^^'^ 
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differently  under  Harrington's  supervision,  that  he 

"P^'^viu  haCgJt  off  very  cheaply  to-night  and  if 
youVe  wi^^o^'U  let  thlt  W  of  th:ng  alone  m 
future  "  said  Witham  quietly.  , 

The  lad  stepped  doWn  from  the  waggon  and  then 
stood  stm.    "I  resent  advice  from  you  as  much  as  I 
do  vour  uncalled-for  insolence  an  hour  or  two  ago 
he  Idd    "  To  lie  low  until  honest  men  go  used  to 
htawould  be  considerably  more  becommg  to  a  man 

"''"^di""  said  Witham,  stung  into  forgetfulness 
"  I'm  not  eoing  to  offend  in  that  fashion  agam  and 
vJu^n  y?o  tVe  devil  in  the  way  that  most  pleases 

almost  livid  through  the  lummous  nighty 

"  She  asked  you  to  !  "  he  said.       By  the  Lora, 

''''>^S^n"aKS"ut  shook  the  reins   and 
whTn  t^waggon  lurcSed  forward  Dane  looked  at 

"T  didn't  know  that  before,"  he  said.  ,  ,   ,    ^ 
"  W'  saw  Witham  dryly,  "  if  I  hadn't  lost  my 
temper  with  the  lad  you  wouldn't  have  done  now. 

D^e  smUed.    "  You  miss  the  point  of  it     Our 
enSg  Ed  made  himself  the  laughing-stock  of 
SI  c^oly  by  favouring  Maud  Bam^f -  J^^J  ^ 
j^r  "eratSn^rd  ?o"t- h^  n^ - 

r^urthorne  V  the  Uttle  beast  has  shown  himself 
^SS  vindictive  occasionally,  thourij  I  have  a 
^i^hA  scarcely  to  be  held  accountable.  It  s  a 
caTof  1^00  pureTstrain  and  consanguinity.    Two 
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mo';?et'j:oi  2e  i'^y-'"^^^  between  land  and 

ww7n    '""^^  '^^^'^  *^^y  ''«»<=hed  his  homestead 

went  in  fl'^tlf/,^'*^^  ^^^  "'8^*'  ^"'l  *h«n  tt«y 
H^r  ini"  ^i?°?V"jj'  ^^^  >n  "njfo™  rose  up  in  the 
big  log-walled  haU.  For  a  moment  Witham's  heart 
alniost  stood  stm  and  then,  holding  himself  in  h^d 
wLr.  .'h'"rT/?°'*!  ^^  ™°^««J  f°™^d  and  stood 
•Tnnn  h-^^  ''??*  ."^  ^  '^P  ^^  "»*  ^Wn^  quite  fuUy 
,?.n  th^-  ^  u  ''"^'^  *^*  "°^f°™'  and  hi  had  al^ 
n?,fnn!i  '?d  who  wore  It  once  or  twice  before,  at  an 

HelnL''^,,'"'"'^!:!'"""'  ^^^y  ^"°«  the  prairie. 
He  knew  the  nsk  he  took  was  great,  but  it  was 
evident  to  hm,  that  if  his  identity  escaped  detertTon 

wn^  ^f'h  "'^-  TU'^  ^°  ^^^  ■"««*■  and  while  he  had 
worn  a  short  pomted  beard  on  the  Western  prairie 
he  was  cleanly-shaven  now. 

^^P'tJ^u  ^*°°^  "l"'*^  *""  a  moment  staring  at  him. 
Sses^hJr  ™"^  •"''  ^^'  steadily  felt  his 
sai'd^^"'  *''°°P*'"'  ^**^t  '^as  brought  you  here  .'  "  he 

.  ru^c""!* *,?^'*,>i^'*^'.'°"'  *'"■'"  «*'d  the  lad.  who  had 
a  pleasant  English  voice.  "  Mr.  CourthorAe,  I  pre- 
sume-accept  my  regrets  if  I  stared  too  hard  at  you 

ZZl  TK*  '?'°"'1°*  y°^  reminded  me  of  a  man  I 
knew  They  ve  changed  us  round  lately,  and  I'm 
from  the  Alberta  Squadron  just  sent  into  this  dis- 
trict. It  was  late  when  I  rode  in,  and  your  people 
were  kind  enough  to  put  me  up  "  ^    ^ 

\yitham  laughed.  "I  have  been  taken  for 
another  man  before  Would  you  like  anything  to 
dnnk,  or  a  smoke  before  you  turn  in,  trooper  '  " 
i.J:°'%'  ^>d  the  lad.  "  If  you'U  sign  my  docket 
to  show  I've  been  here,  I'll  get  some  sleep.  I've 
si.xty  miles  to  nde  to-morrow." 


•    i\ 
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Witham  did  as  he  was  asked,  and  the  trooper 
withdrew,  while  when  they  sat  down  to  a  last  cigar 
it  seemed  to  Dane  that  his  companion's  face  was 
graver  than  usual. 

"  Did  you  notice  the  lad's  astonishment  when  you 
came  in  ?  "  he  askel.  "  He  looked  vary  much  as 
if  he  had  seen  a  ghost." 

Witham  smiled.  "  I  believe  he  fancied  he  had. 
There  was  a  man  in  the  district  he  came  from  whom 
some  folks  considered  resembled  me.  In  reality,  I 
was  by  no  m;:ans  like  him,  and  he's  dead  now." 

"  Likenesses  are  curious  things,  and  it's  stranger 
still  how  folks  alter,"  said  Dane.  "  Now,  they've  a 
photograph  at  Barrineton's  of  you  as  a  boy,  and 
while  there  is  a  resemblance  in  the  face,  nobody  with 
any  discernment  wovdd  have  fancied  that  lad  would 
grow  into  a  man  like  you.  Still,  that's  of  no  great 
moment,  and  I  want  to  know  just  how  you  spotted 
the  gambler.  I  had  a  tolerably  expensive  tuition  in 
most  games  of  chance  in  my  caUow  days,  and  haven't 
forgotten  completely  what  I  was  taught  then,  but 
thotigh  I  watched  the  game  I  saw  nothing  that  led 
me  to  suspect  crooked  play." 

Witham  laughed.  "  I  watched  his  face,  and  what 
I  saw  there  decided  me  to  try  a  bluff,  but  it  was 
not  until  he  turned  the  table  over  I  knew  I  was 
right." 

"  Well,"  said  Dane  dryly,  "  you  don't  need  your 
nerves  toning  up.  With  only  a  suspicion  to  go  upon, 
it  was  a  tolerably  risky  game.  Still,  of  course,  you 
had  advantages. ' 

"  I  have  played  a  more  risky  one,  but  I  don  t 
know  that  I  have  cause  to  be  very  grateful  for  any- 
thing I  acquired  in  the  past,"  said  Witham  with  a 
curious  smile. 

Dane  stood  up  and  flung  his  cigar  away.  "  It's 
time  I  was  asleep,"  he  said.  "  Still,  since  our  talk 
has  turned  in  this  direction,  I  want  to  tell  you  that, 
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Thanks  to  the  fashion  in  which  the  hotel-keeper 
managed  the  affair,  the  gambler  left  the  settlement 
without  personal  injury,  but  very  little  richer  than 
when  he  entered  it.  The  rest  of  those  who  were 
present  at  his  meeting  with  Witham  were  also  not 
desirous  that  their  friends  should  know  they  had 
been  victimised,  and  because  Dane  was  dir  -eet, 
news  of  what  had  happened  might  never  ..ave 
reached  Silverdale,  had  not  one  of  the  youn.f  ■  men 
ridden  in  to  the  railroad  a  few  days  latei.  Odd 
scraps  of  conversation  overheard  led  him  to  suspect 
that  something  unusual  had  taken  place,  but  as 
nobody  seemed  willing  to  supply  details,  he  returned 
to  Silverdale  with  his  curiosity  unsatisfied.  As  it 
happened,  he  was  shortly  afterwards  present  at  a 
gathering  of  his  neighbours  at  Macdonald's  farm 
and  came  a    oss  Ferris  there. 

"  I  heard  uagments  of  a  curious  story  at  the  settle- 
ment," he  said.  "  There  was  trquble  of  some  kind  in 
which  a  professional  gambler  figured  last  Saturday 
night,  and  though  nobody  seemed  to  want  to  talk 
about  it,  I  surmised  that  somebody  from  Silverdale 
was  concerned  in  it." 

He  had  perhaps  spoken  a  trifle  more  loudly  than 
he  had  intended,  and  there  were  a  good  many  of  the 
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bUverdale  farmers  with  a  few  r.f  th«i,     ■ 
daughters  whose  attention  wm  not  who..'*'^'^.*"^ 

that  night."  "'^-    "^  was  there 

foSbta^n'd^eX^o'iTeilt^^^^^^ 

that  .t  was  not  desirable  ropuV^hMi-*  ''^''"'*^ 

thingsSttS^i^»°«-  °^'^^e.    Had 

miSivSrspini  r'dfd'nr-  t^^^  »>y  ^ 

"You  may  just  as  well  tell  u,n*   ""''f'^tand   h'im. 
you  neverVept  a'se'reVS'^ourZe'^  htlai^'^^"" 

ab;"ut*'tir:"iKrdo^!:^°r^ 

the  group,  smi?ed  as  she  s^S   '"rhf ''•''''^•r"^'! 
--tjng  interesting  goi^on.  ^'t  Tt^ 

set;?iT"'.'YS's£llTnoW"'°  '^^\^'^'*«'^  ^^e 

though  that  is  littk^ani  if  ?t«dLTf  "'  •'  ''''' 
you  can  ask  Ferris  for  the  rest  H«-^r  "^unosity 
to  enhance  the  value  of  his  storv  h,!^  ''  ""'^  ^"«°us 
VVell  there  was  a  more  or  & m m^r«  k  y'*""°"«- 
of  the  kind  our  Wends  °n  tte  oW^o-^^'^"'"«• 
rantably  fancy  is  typical  of  X  w  f  41*7  "nwar- 
at  theittle4nt  Kf  al  Card«  *  •  Z^*^" 
professonal  gambler  anH  th^  ^'^*^'  P'stols,  a 
play,  don't  you  £  ^tomln!^"'"^''''"?  °*  f°"l 
plaj^ed  the  leading  °M^' ••    °'"^'"^>'  ^""^  Silverdale 

"No«?^ru*riX'c;tm^s«  ft'^"  ^^1- 

happened  here  every  day  SeT^f  °^  *'''**  ^^'^ 
prairie.  Please  teuVMrFeSs-  T  °"M°  ^''^ 
to  find  there  was  Just 'a  trace  "^f^eaSrinr^S 
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turesaue  fancies  of  debonair  desperadoes  and  big- 
hatted  cavaliers."  ,,     •  .    * 

There  was  a  curious  expression  in  Ferns  s  late, 
but  as  he  glanced  round  at  the  rest,  who  were  regard- 
ing him  expectantly,  he  did  not  observe  that  Maud 
Barrington  and  her  aunt  had  just  come  m  and  stood 
close  behind  him.  . 

"Can't  you  see  there  s  no  gettmg  out  ot  it, 
Ferris  ?  "  said  somebody.  .       „  ,  i 

"  Well  "  said  the  lad  in  desperation,  I  can  only 
admit  that  Gordon  is  right.  There  was  foul  play  and 
a  pUtol  drawn,  but  I'm  sorry  that  I  can  t  add  any- 
thing further.    In  fact,  it  wouldn't  be  quite  fair  oJ 

me 

"But  the  man  from  SUverdale  ?  "  asked  Mrs. 

Macdonald.  .  „     .        ...    ^i.       •    „«  „-« 

"I'm  afraid,"  said  Ferns,  with  the  air  of  one 

shielding  a  friend,  "  I  can't  tell  you  anything  about 

him  *' 

"I  know  Mr.  Courthome  drove  in  that  night,"  said 
the  young  English  girl,  who  was  not  endued  with 
very  much  discretion.  ,    ,     .     ,     j         _j 

''^Courthome  !  "  said  one  of  the  bystanders,  and 
there  was  a  momentary  sUence  that  was  very  ex- 

fressive.  "  Was  he  concerned  in  what  took  place, 
'prria  ?  " 

"Yes"  said  the  lad  with  apparent  reluctance. 
"Mrs.  Macdonald,  you  will  remember  that  they 
dragged  it  out  of  me,  but  I  will  tell  you  nothmg 
more  whatever."  -^       as  ;.>«* 

"  It  seems  to  me  you  have  told  us  quite  sufficient 
and  perhaps  a  trifle  too  much,"  said  somebody. 

There  was  a  curious  silence.  All  of  those  present 
were  more  or  less  acquainted  with  Courthome  s  past 
history,  and  the  suggestion  of  foul  play  coupled  with 
the  mention  of  a  professional  gambler  had  been 
sienificant;  Ferris,  while  committing  himself  in  no 
way  had  certainly  said  sufficient.    Then  there  was  a 
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sudden  turning  of  heads  as  a  young  woman  mc. ,  i 
quietly  into  the  midst  of  the  group.  She  was  otuui- 
ously  calm,  but  she  stood  very  straight,  and  there  was 
a  little  hard  glitter  in  her  eyes,  which  reminded  one 
or  two  of  the  men  who  noticed  it  of  those  of  Colonel 
Barrington.  The  fingers  of  one  hand  were  also  closed 
at  her  side. 

"  I  overheard  you  telling  a  story,  Ferris,  but  you 
have  a  bad  memory  and  left  rather  too  much  out  " 
she  said. 

"  They  compelled  me  to  tell  them  what  I  did,  Miss 
Bamngton, '  said  the  lad,  who  winced  beneath  her 
gaze.  Now,  there  is  really  nothing  to  be  gained  by 
going  any  further  into  the  affair.  Shall  I  play  some- 
thing for  you,  Mrs.  Macdonald  ?  " 

He  turned  as  he  spoke,  and  would  have  edged  away 
but  that  one  of  the  men,  at  a  glance  from  the  girl, 
laid  a  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

"  Don't  be  in  a  hurry,  Ferris.  I  fancy  Miss  Har- 
rington has  something  more  to  tell  you,"  he  said 
dryly. 

The  girl  thanked  him  with  a  gesture.  "  I  want  you 
to  supply  the  most  important  part,"  she  said,  and  the 
lad,  saying  nothing,  changed  colour  under  the  glance 
^e  cast  upon  him.  "You  do  not  seem  wiling 
Then  perhaps  I  had  better  do  it  for  you.  There  were 
two  men  from  Silverdale  directly  concerned  in  the 
affair,  and  one  of  them  at  no  slwht  risk  to  himself 
did  a  very  generous  thing.  That  one  was  Mr 
Courthome.  Did  you  see  him  lay  a  single  stake 
upon  a  card,  or  do  anything  that  led  you  to  sup- 
pose he  was  there  for  the  purpose  of  gambling  that 
evemng  ? "  o  b 

l  ^°'Z  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^'  ***'"g  she  knew  the  truth, 
and  his  hoarse  voice  was  scarcely  audible. 

"  Then,"  said  Maud  Barrington,  "  I  want  you  to 
tell  us  what  you  did  see  him  do." 

Ferris  said  nothing,  and  though  the  giri  laughed  a 
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little  as  she  glanced  at  the  wondering  group,  her 
voice  was  icily  disdainful. 

"  Well,"  she  said,  "  I  will  tell  you.  You  saw  him 
question  a  professional  gambler's  play  to  save  a  man 
who  had  no  claim  on  him  from  ruin,  and,  with  only 
one  comrade  to  back  him,  drive  the  swindler,  who  had 
a  pistol,  from  the  field.  He  had,  you  admit,  no 
interest  of  any  kind  in  the  game  ?  " 

Ferris  had  grown  crimson  again,  and  the  veins  on 
his  forehead  showed  swoUen  high.  "  No,"  he  said, 
almost  abjectly.  ,,„*„„ 

Maud  Barrington  turned  from  him  to  her  hostess 
as  she  answered,  "That  will  suffice,  m  the  mean- 
while, until  I  can  decide  whether  it  is  desirable  to 
make  known  the  rest  of  the  tale.  I  brought  the  new 
song  Evelyn  wanted,  Mrs.  Macdonald,  and  I  wiU 
play  it  for  her  if  she  would  care  to  try  it.' 

She  moved  away  with  the  elder  lady,  and  left  the 
rest  astonished  to  wonder  what  had  become  of  Ferns, 
who  was  seen  no  more  that  evening,  while  presently 

Witham  came  in.  ,     ^    u  a  ^   t  a  oJ„-.^ 

His  face  was  a  trifle  weary,  for  he  had  toUed  since 
the  sun  rose  above  the  rim  of  the  praine,  and  when 
the  arduous  day  was  over,  and  those  who  worked  for 
him  were  glad  to  rest  their  aching  limbs,  had  dnven 
two  leagues  to  Macdonald's.  Wiy  he  had  done  so 
he  was  not  willing  to  admit,  but  he  glanced  round  the 
lone  room  anxiously  as  he  came  in  and  his  eyes 
brightened  as  they  rested  on  Maud  Bamngton. 
They  were,  however,  observant  eyes,  and  he  noticed 
that  there  was  a  trifle  more  colour  than  usual  in  the 
girl's  pale-tinted  face,  and  signs  o*  suppressed 
curiosity  about  some  of  the  rest.  When  he  had 
greeted   his   hostes.,    he    turned    to    one   of   the 

"  it  seems  to  me  you  are  either  trying  not  to  see 
something,  Gordon,  or  to  forget  it  as  soon  as  you 
can,"  he  said, 
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Gordon  laughed  a  little.  "You  are  not  often 
mistaken,  Courthome  ?  That  is  precisely  what  we 
are  doing.  I  presume  you  haven't  heard  what 
occurred  here  an  hour  ago  ?  " 

"  No  !  "  said  Witham.  "  I'm  not  very  curious  if 
IS  does  not  concern  me." 

Gordon  looked  at  him  steadily.  "  I  fancy  it  does 
You  see,  that  young  fool  Ferris  was  suggesting  that 
you  had  been  mixed  up  in  something  not  very  credit- 
able at  the  setUement  lately.  As  it  happened,  Maud 
Barnngton  overheard  him  and  made  him  retract 
before  the  company.  She  did  it  effectively,  and  if  it 
had  been  myone  else,  the  scene  would  have  been 
almost  theatrical.  Still,  you  know  nothing  seems 
out  of  place  when  it  ccnes  from  the  Colonels  niece 
Nor  if  you  had  heard  her  would  you  have  wanted  a 
better  advocate." 

For  a  moment  the  bronze  deepened  in  Witham's 
forehead,  and  there  was  a  gleam  in  his  eyes,  but 
though  It  passed  as  r-nidly  as  it  came,  Gordon  had 
seen  It,  and  smiled  whci  the  farmer  moved  away. 

That's  a  probability  I  never  counted  on,"  he 
thought.  "  Still,  I  fancy  if  it  came  about,  it  would 
suit  everybody  but  the  Colonel." 

Then  he  turned  as  Mrs.  Macdonald  came  up  to 
him.  "  What  are  you  doing  here  alone  when  I  see 
there  is  nobody  talking  to  the  girl  from  Winnipee  '  " 
she  said.  ^ 

The  man  laughed  a  little.  "I  was  wondering 
whether  it  is  a  good  sign,  or  otherwise,  when  a  young 
woman  is,  so  far  as  she  can  decently  be,  uncivil  to  a 
man  who  desires  her  good- will." 

Mrs.  Macdonlad  glanced  at  him  sharply,  and  then 
shook  her  head.  "  The  question  is  too  deep  for  you 
—and  it  is  not  your  affair.  Besides,  haven't  you 
seen  that  indiscreet  freedom  of  speech  is  not  en- 
couraged at  Silverdale  ?  " 
In  the  meanwhile  Witham,  crossing  the  room,  took 
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a  vacant  place  at  Maud  Barrinf^on's  side.  She 
turned  her  head  a  moment  and  looked  at  him. 

Witham  nodded.  "  Yes,  I  heard,"  he  said.  Why 
did  you  do  it  ?  " 

Maud  Barrington  made  a  httle  gesture  of  im- 
patience. "  That  is  quite  unnecessary.   You  know  I 

sent  you."  ,    ,     ..  t  v 

"  Yes,"  said  Witham  a  trifle  dryly,  I  see.  You 
would  have  felt  mean  if  you  hadn't  defended  me. 

"  No,"  said  the  girl,  with  a  curious  smile.  That 
was  not  exactly  the  reason,  but  we  cannot  talk  too 
long  here.  Dane  is  anxious  to  take  us  home  in  his 
new  buggy,  but  it  would  apparently  be  a  very  tight 
fit  for  three.    Will  you  drive  me  over  ?  " 

Witham  only  nodded,  for  Mrs.  Macdonald  ap- 
proached in  pursuit  of  him,  but  he  spent  the  rest  of 
the  evening  in  a  state  of  expectancy,  and  Maud 
Barrington  fancied  that  his  hard  hands  were  suspici- 
ously unresponsive  as  she  took  them  when  he  helped 
her  into  the  Silverdale  waggon— a  vehicle  a  strong 
man  could  have  lifted,  and  in  no  way  resembUng  its 
EngUsh  prototype.  The  team  was  mettlesome,  the 
lights  of  Macdonald's  homestead  soon  faded 
behind  them,  and  they  were  racing  with  many  a 
lurch  and  jolt  straight  as  the  crow  flies  across  the 

^  There  was  no  moon,  but  the  stars  shone  far  up  in 
the  soft  indigo,  and  the  grasses  whirled  back  in 
endless  ripples  to  the  humming  wheels,  dimmed  to 
the  dusky  blue  that  suffused  the  whole  intermerging 
sweep  of  earth  and  sky.  The  sweetness  of  wild 
peppermint  rose  through  the  cooUiess  of  the  dew, 
and  the  voices  of  the  wilderness  were  part  of  the 
sUence  that  was  but  the  perfect  balance  of  the 
nocturnal  harmonies.  The  two  who  knew  and  loved 
the  prairie  could  pick  out  each  one  of  them.  Nor  did 
it  seem  that  there  was  any  need  of  speech  on  such  a 
night,  but  at  last  Witham  turned  with  a  httle  smile 
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"  One  feels  diffident  about  intrudinj?  on  this  ereat 


With  you,  I  want  to  thank  you.    l"  m"ad;  D^n^H^il 
me  Md  you  have  done  all  I  wished-splend^dUy  " 

cli'i:Sto'£^'-  "''^"'  ^°"  "^'  •*  -^-^^^ 

his^voke    ""Sfi^  .""^^"^  ^^f  ^'[^'^^  °'  gri^ness  in 

me?    A„H  1,  'T7  r^^''^  t°  •'eep  reminding 

?^  A  ^P'^  how  was  I  to  know  what  you  were  when 
I  had  only  heard  that  wicked  story  '  •' 
Witham  felt  a  little  thrill  run  through  him    for 

snutea  lus  grasp  on  the  reins.  Disdainful  and 
imperious  as  she  was  at  times,  he  knew  there  w^  a 
wealth  of  softer  quaUties  in' his  compS^ow 
Her  damtiness  m  thought  and  person,  and  honesty  of 
purpose  appealed  to  him,  while  that  night  her  mere 
physical  presence  had  an  effect  that  was  Itoost 
bewUdenng.  For  a  moment  he  wonderif  y^Sely 
how  far  a  man  with  what  fate  had  thrust  ur^n 
h™  'n'ght  dare   to  go,    and   then  w  th   a  StUe 

iSPstuTe"  °"''  '""'■^  '^'  ""-^'^^  °*  deceit  and 

"  You  believe  it  was  not  a  true  one  ?  "  he  asked 
it  ^°/*=°F^'  ^^'dMaudBarrington.    "H^could 
It  be  ?    And  you  have  been  very  patient  under  mii- 
suspicions     I^ow,  if  you  still  value  the  g(K>S  °"„' 
once  asked  for,  it  is  yours  absolutely  "  ^ 

n,P  "  «i/ww.K*y  still  hear  unpleasant  stories  about 
bl^oreT  h^'^S."'*''  ^  "°*^  '"^^  '"'  '^^^  -*  heard 
"  I  should  not  believe  them,"  she  said. 
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'if   the  tales  were 


"Still,"  persisted  Witham, 
true  ?  " 

Maud  Barrington  did  nothing  by  halves.  "  Then 
I  should  remember  that  there  is  always  so  much  we 
do  not  know  which  would  put  a  different  colour  on 
any  story,  and  I  believe  they  could  never  be  true 
again." 

Witham  checked  a  little  gasp  of  wonder  and  delight 
and  Maud  Barrington  looked  away  across  the  prairie. 
She  was  not  usually  impulsive  and  seldom  Ughtly 
bestowed  gifts  that  were  worth  the  having,  and  the 
man  knew  that  the  faith  in  him  she  had  confessed  to 
was  the  result  of  a  conviction  that  would  last  until  he 
himself  shattered  it.  Then,  in  the  midst  of  his 
elation,  he  shivered  again  and  drew  the  lash  across 
the  near  horse's  back.  The  wonder  and  delight  he 
felt  had  suddenly  gone. 

"  Few  would  venture  to  predict  as  much.  Now 
and  then  I  feel  that  our  deeds  are  scarcely  contrived 
by  our  own  will,  and  one  could  fancy  our  parts  had 
been  thrust  upon  us  in  a  grim  joke,"  he  said.  "  For 
instance,  isn't  it  strange  that  I  should  have  a  share  in 
the  rousing  of  Silverdale  to  a  sense  of  its  responsi- 
bilities ?  Lord,  what  I  could  make  of  it  if  fate  had 
but  given  me  a  fair  opportunity !  " 

He  spoke  almost  fiercely,  but  the  words  did  not 
displease  the  girl.  The  forceful  ring  in  his  voice  set 
something  thnlling  within  her,  and  she  knew  by  this 
time  that  his  assertions  seldom  went  beyond  the  fact. 

"  But  you  will  have  the  opportunity,  and  we  need 
you  here,"  she  said.  . 

"No,"  said  Witham  slowly,  "  I  am  afraid  not. 
Still,  I  will  finish  the  work  I  see  in  front  of  me.  That 
at  least — one  cannot  hope  for  the  unattainabl*;." 

Maud  Barrington  was  sensible  of  a  sudden  chill. 
"  Still:  if  one  has  strength  and  patience,  is  anything 
quite  unattainable  ?  " 

Witham  looked  out  across  the  prairie,  and  for  a 
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wSim'!'  Skrw°th/rf  ^  and  ambition  rioted 
that  compel  success^S  JL  f»' '^H*?  **•« 'l"^«ties 

out  a  da^ng  hand  and  lake  dH^ttV".  '''''''' 
aJmost  overmastering  StUl  h^  nil  u  ^^^  ^°^  Srew 
the  innate  prejudices  of  ca.tr.nH'l"^-^"^**™"^ 

most  women  of  his  com4"i""^=  *  *■  ^'^  '" 

never  hidden  one  a3  of  h.r  h^*'°"'  ^"^  '^^  ^^d 
It  was  with  a  smothered  ^ro»n  J.^*'*?-*":. ^^°"  Wm. 
flung  the  last  sS  nf  hnf  ^  "  he  realised  that  if  he 
forb?dden  fraif  t^°i„'^S"°"r  af  e  and  grasped  the 
mouth.  *°""'  *"™  t°  bJttemess  in  his 

w^c?^^kiy1ooTs'w:7d  ?»•     "  There  is  a  limit. 

swJt'U'rtK'Taud 'a  "'?"^'  ""*"■  -  they 
sJ^e  pointed  to  the  MghtVth^t^t^i,"!^*?"  ^^"g^ed  as 
-nd  Witham  reajLd  that^hl  h  ''■'*'  i"  ^''^  '>°"°w. 
stood  firm  again  '"'"■'^''  *'«tween  them 

thlie'^is^S^hi^J'^^jre  tn?n«'°^^  '°"«'  ""* 
the  Grange,"  she  said    *°{?„^"*'°"  J^fore  we  reach 

a  good  mlny  doUare  for  thl  n^n?''lf-  ^^l^  P^^  «"* 
and  mine,  and  nobod  J"  exche?  rert*^^  °^  ^"^  1^"^ 
Silverdale.  Now  I  want  vonTf  v  '"^'^haustible  at 
^^„  "w    want  you  to  take  a  cheque  from 

;;is  it  necessary  that  I  should  ?  " 

disnSasur'"''     ^'^   '"^^  g-'.   with    a   trace    of 

to  Silverdale  Grange.    ^^      '     '"^  '^''^"  *he  slope 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE    UNEXPECTED. 

The  sun  beat  down  on  the  prairie,  which  was 
already  losing  its  flush  of  green,  but  it  was  cool  where 
Maud  Barrington  and  her  aunt  stood  in  the  shadow  of 
the  bluff  by  Silverdale  Grange.  The  birches,  tasselled 
now  with  whispering  foliage,  divided  the  homestead 
from  the  waste  which  would  lie  white  and  desolate 
under  the  parching  heat,  and  that  afternoon  it 
seemed  to  the  girl  that  the  wall  of  green  shut  out  more 
than  the  driving  dust  and  sun-glare  from  the  Grange, 
for  where  the  trees  were  thinner  she  could  see  movmg 
specks  of  men  and  horses  athwart  the  skyline. 

They  had  toiled  in  the  sun-baked  furrow  smce  the 
first  flush  of  crimson  streaked  the  prairie's  rim,  and 
the  chill  of  dusk  would  fall  upon  the  grasses  before 
their  work  was  done.  Those  men  who  bore  the 
burden  and  heat  of  the  day  were,  the  girt  knew, 
helots  now,  but  there  was  in  them  the  silent  vigour 
and  something  of  the  sombreness  of  the  land  of  rock 
and  forest  they  came  from,  and  a  time  would  come 
when  others  would  work  for  them.  Winnmg  slowly, 
holding  grimly,  they  were  moving  on,  while  secure  in 
its  patrician  tranquillity  Silverdale  stood  still,  and 
Maud  Harrington  smiled  curiously  as  she  glanced 
down  at  the  long  white  robe  that  clung  very  daintUy 
about  her  and  then  towards  her  companions  in  the 
i6o 


THE  UNEXPECTED. 


i6l 


tennis  field.  Her  apparel  had  cost  many  dollars  in 
Montreal,  and  there  was  a  joyous  irresponsibility 
m  the  faces  of  those  she  watched. 
..  r.  ^M*  ?  ^^^^  unequal,  isn't  it,  aunt  ?  "  she  said. 
One  feels  inclined  to  wonder  what  we  have  done 
that  we  should  have  exemption  from  the  charge  laid 
upon  the  first  tiller  of  the  soil  we  and  the  men  who 
are  ploddmg  through  the  dust  there  are  descended 
from. 

Miss  Harrington  laughed  a  litUe  as  she  glanced  with 
a  nod  of  comprehension  at  the  distant  toilers,  and 
more  gravely  towards  the  net.  Merry  voices  came 
up  to  her  through  the  shadows  of  the  trees  as  EngUsh 
lad  and  English  maiden,  hssom  and  picturesque  in 
many-hued  jackets  and  light  dresses,  flitted  across  the 
little  square  of  velvet  green.  The  men  had  followed 
the  harrow  and  seeder  a  while  that  morning.  Some 
of  them,  indeed,  had  for  a  few  hours  driven  a  team, 
and  then  left  the  rest  to  the  hired  hands,  for  the 
stress  and  sweat  of  effort  that  was  to  turn  the  wilder- 
ness into  a  granary  was  not  for  such  as  them. 

.u  ^°?,'?  y°"  *^'"^  it  is  all  made  up  to  those 
others  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  In  one  sense— yes,"  said  the  girl.  "  Of  course, 
one  can  see  that  aU  effort  must  have  its  idealistic 
aspect,  and  there  may  be  men  who  find  their  com- 
pensation m  the  thrill  of  the  fight,  and  the  knowledge 
of  work  weU  done  when  they  rest  at  night.  Still.  I 
fancy  most  of  them  only  toil  to  eat,  and  their  views 
are  not  revealed  to  us.  We  are,  you  see,  women— 
and  we  live  at  Silverdale." 

Her  aunt  smiled  again.  "  How  long  is  it  since  the 
plough  crossed  the  Red  River,  and  what  is  Manitoba 
now  ?  How  did  those  mile  furrows  come  there,  and 
who  drove  the  road  that  takes  the  wheat  out  through 
the  gramte  of  the  Superior  shore  ?  It  was  more  than 
their  appetites  that  impeUed  those  men,  my  dear. 
otUl,  It  IS  scarcely  wise  to  expect  too  much  when  one 
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meets  them,  for  though  one  could  feel  it  is  presump- 
tuous to  forgive  its  deficiencies,  the  Berserk  type  of 
manhood  is  not  conspicuous  for  its  refinement." 

For  no  apparent  reason  Maud  Harrington  evaded 
her  aunt's  gaze.  "You,"  she  said  dryly,  "have 
forgiven  one  of  that  type  a  good  deal  already,  but, 
at  least,  we  have  never  seen  him  when  the  fit  was 
upon  him." 

Miss  Harrington  laughed.  "  Still,  I  have  no  doubt 
that,  sooner  or  later,  you  will  enjoy  the  spectacle." 

Just  then  a  light  waggon  came  up  behind  them, 
and  when  one  of  the  hired  men  helped  them  in  they 
swept  out  of  the  cool  shade  into  the  dust  and  glare 
of  the  prairie,  and  when,  some  little  time  later,  with 
the  thud  of  hoofs  and  rattle  of  wheels  softened  by  the 
bleaching  sod,  they  rolled  down  a  rise,  there  was 
spread  out  before  them  evidence  of  man's  activity. 

Acre  by  acre,  gleaming  chocolate  brown  against 
the  grey  and  green  of  the  prairie,  the  wheat  loam 
rolled  away,  back  to  the  ridge,  over  it,  and  on  again. 
It  was  such  a  breadth  of  sowing  as  had  but  once,  when 
wheat  was  dear,  been  seen  at  Silverdale,  but  still 
across  the  foreground,  advancmg  m  echelon,  came 
lines  of  dusty  teams,  and  there  was  a  meaning  in  the 
furrows  they  left  behind  them,  for  they  were  not 
ploughing  where  the  wheat  had  been.  Each  wave  of 
lustrous  clods  that  rolled  from  the  gleaming  shares 
was  so  much  rent  from  the  virgin  prairie,  and  a 
promise  of  what  would  come  when  man  had  fulfilled 
his  mission  and  the  wilderness  would  blossom.  There 
was  a  wealth  of  food  stored,  little  by  little  during  ages 
past  counting,  in  every  yard  of  the  crackling  sod  to 
await  the  time  when  the  toiler  with  the  sweat  of  the 
primeval  curse  upon  his  forehead  should  unseal  it 
with  the  plough.  It  was  also  borne  in  upon  Maud 
Harrington  that  the  man  who  directed  those  energies 
was  either  altogether  without  discernment,  or  one 
who  saw  further  than  his  fellows  and  had  an  excellent 
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wWl^wh.I'r  •"*  ^""«  his  substance  into  the  furrows 

man  o^^S  „n**l«'°'"«  '^°^-  ^'="'  "  *»»«  hired 
man  pulled  up  the  waggon,  she  saw  him. 

thP  ^fn^fP^W  "^^^  *"§'*  "•'^'■^  had  stopped  at 
the  end  of  the  furrow,  and  the  leading  horserwere 
apparent  y  at  variance  with  the  man  who!^hile  hi 
gave  of  h.s  own  strength  to  the  uttermost,  was  asking 

&eTtort^?.HK*''''"-  "^"""K  ^"-l  indifferent"? 
broken,  tortured  by  swarmmg  insects,  and  galled  by 
the  strain  of  the  collar,  they  had  laid  back  tLir  ears. 

fhiil«"'"n ''""'  °f  *^«  ''^°«'=°  strain  shone  in 
of  h»Z«  .P"^  'f^  almost  upright  amidst  a  clatter 
ot  harness  its  mate  squealed  savagely,  and  the  man 
who  loo^d  one  hand7rom  the  healstail  ilung  ou"^ 
=S-i=*  *K  ?^  ^"J*]''*  P*'''  whirled  round  together 
amidst  the  trampled  clods  in  a  blurred  medley  of 
S^tf"^  ^^\  soa-stained  jean,  flunj-up 
hoofs    and  an  arm  that  swung  and  smote  again 

hfuf.  mW"  ^'^^:  ^  *"^^  P^«  as  she  watclied. 
buta  httle  glow  crept  into  her  niece's  eyes. 
The  struggle,  howe^  er,  ended  suddenly,  and  hailing 

n,V^!S  "'''°,  P'1'''^^1  ^'•'n'^  another  team.  WithaiS 
picked  up  his  broad  hat,  which  was  trampled  into 
shapelessness,  and  turned  towards  the  waggon 
There  was  dust  and  spume  upon  him,  a  rent  iTthe 
w  if  1^*'  ^^^J^"  ^""ckles  of  one  hand  dripped  red. 
but  he  laughed  as  he  said.  "  I  did  not  know  we  had 
an  audience,  but  this,  you  see,  is  necessary." 
th.  d?  "v-  ^^'^^.^,^'ss  Barrington,  who  glanced  at 
the  ploughing  "When  wheat  is  going  down  ?  " 
Witham  nodded.    "  Yes,"  he  safd.  ^"  I  mean,  to 

Jie^tiOT  "        ''""       "^^^^^  ''  °"'y  P*"*  °*  *•>* 

n,-i!?i^  Barrington  stretched  out  her  hand,  though  her 

vou  tfh.!""*^'"/  '"'  ^i,  "?^  "^""^se.  but  f want 
you  to  help  us  down.    Maud  has  an  account  you 

w-  u     ^"*  '"•  *°  ask  you  for."  ^ 

Witham  first  turned  to  the  two  men  who  now  stood 
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by  the  idle  machine.  "  You'D  have  to  drive  those 
beasts  of  mine  as  best  you  can,  Tom,  and  Jake  will 
take  your  team.  Get  them  off  again  now.  This 
piece  of  breaking  has  to  be  put  through  before  we 
loose  again." 

Then  he  handed  his  visitors  down,  and  Maud 
Barrington  fancied  as  he  walked  with  them  to  the 
house  that  the  fashion  in  which  the  damaged  hat 
hung  down  over  his  eyes  would  have  rendered  most 
other  men  ludicrous.  He  left  them  a  space  in  his 
bare  sitting-room,  which  suggested  only  grim  utility, 
and  Miss  Barrington  smiled  when  her  niece  glanced 
at  her. 

"  And  this  is  how  Lance,  the  profligate,  lives !  " 
said  she. 

Maud  Barrington  shook  her  head.  "  No,"  she  said 
"  Can  you  believe  that  this  man  was  ever  a  prodigal?" 

Her  aunt  was  a  trifle  less  astonished  than  she 
would  once  have  been,  but  before  she  could  answer 
Witham,  who  had  made  a  trifling  change  in  his 
clothing,  came  in. 

"  I  can  give  you  some  green  tea,  though  I  am 
afraid  it  might  be  a  good  deal  better  than  it  is,  and 
our  crockery  is  not  aJl  you  have  been  used  to,"  he 
said.  "  You  see,  we  have  only  time  to  think  of  one 
thing  until  the  sowing  is  through." 

Miss  Barrington's  eyes  twinkled.     "  And  then  ?  " 

"  Then,"  said  Witham,  with  a  little  laugh,  "  there 
will  be  prairie  hay  to  cut,  and  after  that  tne  harvest 
coming  on." 

"  In  the  meanwhile,  it  was  business  that  brought 
me  here,  and  I  have  a  cheque  with  me,"  said  Maud 
Barrington.     "  Please  let  us  get  it  over  first  of  all." 

Witham  sat  down  at  a  table  and  scribbled  on  a 
strip  of  paper.  "  That,"  he  said  gravely,  "  is  what 
you  owe  me  for  the  ploughing." 

There  was  a  little  flush  in  his  face  as  he  took  the 
rheque  the  girl  filled  in,  and  both  felt  somewhat  grate- 
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fal  for  the  entrance  of  a  man  in  blue  jean  with  the 
tea.  It  was  of  very  indifferent  quality,  and  he  had 
sprinkled  a  good  deal  on  the  tr.y,  but  VVitKelt  a 
cunous  thrilT  as  he  watched  the  girl  pouHt  ouTat  the 
^^i^L^^^, ''"["  **^'^.-  "«^  w&te  dress  gkamed  in 
D^rding  behind  her  forced  up  each  line  of  the  shapely 
te  ^S'l:  ***"  '"/'Idening  temptation  took  LZ 
oJhim,  and  he  wondered  whether  he  had  betrayed 
too  much,  when  he  felt  the  elder  lady's  eyes  uSC 
There  was  a  tremor  in  his  brown  fingers  as  he  took 
the  cup  held  out  to  him,  but  his  voice  was  steady 

said      "  vT  *^^K?'y  ^'"'"y  '»°*  P'^^sant  this  is,"  he 
^aLr^A  '^^^  r*""'-  '"  ^•"'*-  ev"  since  I  left 

se  xisTorm'e'?.  ^^"  '^°"'=  ^""^  °'  ^'^^  ^- 

Miss  Barrington  glanced  at  her  niece,  and  both  of 
them  knew  that,  if  tSe  lawyer  had  traced  Courthome°s 
past  correct  y,  this  coulJnot  be  true.  Stm  there 
was  no  disbeUef  in  the  elder  lady's  eyes,  and  «^e  girl" 
faith  remained  unshaken.  .-"u  me  gins 

veiv^lK  S:"^  '^'  "'''^'  ^■*''  '  ""'«  «•""-.  "  «  a 

'  ^f'c','**'^  Witham,  "horribly  long,  and  one 
year  at  Silverdale  is  worth  them  ail-that  is  a  year 
W  this  one,  which  is  going  to  be  remembered  by  d 
who  have  sown  wheat  on  the  prairie  ;  and  that  leads 
up  to  something.  When  I  have  ploughed  almv 
own  holdmg  I  s?iall  not  be  content,  and  I  w  ,t^o 
make  another  b^gain.  Give  me  the  use  of  your  un- 
broken land  and  I  wiU  find  horses,  seed,  and  men 
while  we  will  share  what  it  yields  us  (vhen  the  harTest' 

The  girl  was  astonished.    This,  she  knew    wa<! 

splendid  audacity,  for  the  man  had  already  Maken 

very  heavily  on  the  crop  he  had  sown,  and  while  the 

daring  of  it  stirred  her  she  sat  silent  a  moment 

I  could  lose  nothing,  hut  you  will  have  to  bring 
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out  a  ho«t  of  men  and  have  risked  so  much,"  she  said. 
"  Nobody  but  you,  and  I,  and  three  or  four  others  in 
all  the  province,  are  ploughing  more  than  half  their 
holdings." 

The  suggestion  of  comradeship  set  Witham's  blood 
tingling,  but  it  was  with  a  little  laugh  he  turned  over 
the  pile  of  papers  on  the  table,  and  then  took  them 

up  in  turn.  .    ,.    ^     ^ 

"  '  Very  little  ploughmg  has  been  done  m  the  tracts 
of  Minnesota  previously  alluded  to.  Farmers  find 
wheat  cannot  be  grown  at  present  prices,  and  there 
is  apparently  no  prospect  of  a  rise,'  "  he  read. 

''^'The  Dakota  wheat-growers  are  mostly  fallow- 
ing. They  can't  quite  figure  how  they  would  get 
eighty  cents  for  the  dollar's  worth  of  seeding  this  year. 

"  '  Milling  very  quiet  in  Winnipeg.  No  inquiries 
from  Europe  commg  in,  and  Manitoba  dealers 
generally  find  little  demand  for  harrows  or  seeders 
this  year.  Reports  from  Assiniboia  seem  to  show 
that  the  one  hope  this  season  will  be  mixed  farming 
and  the  neglect  of  cereals.'" 

"  There  is  only  one  mference,  he  said.  When  the 
demand  comes  there  will  be  nothing  to  meet  it  with." 

"  When  it  comes,"  said  Maud  Barrington  quietly. 
"  But  you  who  believe  it  will  stand  alone." 

"  Ahnost,"  said  Witham.  "  Still,  there  are  a  few 
much  cleverer  men  who  feel  as  I  do.  I  can't  give  you 
all  my  reasons,  or  read  you  the  sheaf  of  papers  from 
the  Pacific  slope,  London,  New  York,  Australia  ;  but, 
while  men  lose  hope,  and  little  by  little  the  stocks  run 
down,  the  world  must  be  fed.  Just  as  sure  as  the 
harvest  follows  the  sowing,  it  will  wake  up  suddenly 
to  the  fact  that  it  is  hungry.  They  are  buying  cotton 
and  scattering  their  money  in  other  nation's  bonds  m 
the  old  country  now,  for  they  and  the  rest  of  Europe 
forget  their  necessities  at  times,  but  is  it  impossible 
to  picture  them  finding  their  granaries  empty  and 
clamouring  for  bread  ?  " 
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.,X^  ^'^?^  *\'t*  °^  ^*"'»-  »'«'  the  man  knew  it. 
o?  f  h!  r"?*^?  'i"'-  *^*  **'^  ^°"*'  ^'h  the  opinions 
of  the  multitude  against  !iim  ;  but  there  wasfMaud 
Bamngton  felt,  a  great  .,  indefinable  difference  be- 
tween his^ quiet  resoluiin    i,irl  t'l    ,,  imbler's  reck- 


lessness. Once  more  th.  I 


'iij<m.-' 


5S  I  f  h 


''Hture  stirred 
li  in  her  eyes 
i  'nee. 

e  of  it,  to  do 
no  questions 


her,  and  this  time  fij.rf  v  js  .1  iittiR  1. 
as  she  bore  witness  i  >  litr  per.e-  (  cor' 
"  You  shall  havt'  the  land,  every  ac 
what  you  like  wuh,  and  I  wil'.  ask 
whether  you  win  01  lose,    she  said. 
■■ii!f"   j^  Barringt.a  gl.ncf.i  at  him  in  turn. 
.  Lance,  I  have  a  thousar  f.i  unVan  I  want  you  to  turn 
into  wheat  for  me." 

.  WiJtham's  fingere  trembled,  and  a  darker  hue  crept 
mto  his  tan.  Madam,"  he  said,  "  I  can  take  no 
money  from  you." 

..  p  ^°"  must,"  said  the  little  white-haired  lady 
For  your  mother's  sake,  Lance.    It  is  a  brave 
thing  you  are  domg,  and  you  are  the  son  of  one  wh'i 
was  my  dearest  friend." 

wn^i.  f^  *S™^t  H*  ^^^^  ^^^y-  an'J  "wth  women 
wondered  when  he  looked  round  again.  His  face 
seemed  a  trifle  drawn,  and  his  voice  was  strained. 

I  hope,    he  said  slowly,  "  it  wiU  in  some  degree 
make  amends  for  others  I  have  done.     In  the 

STat£'m\^;^  "'  '"'^'"^  "^^y  y""^  confidence 
Miss  Barrington  rose  and  her  niece  after  her.  "  Still 
1  believe  it  is  warranted,  and  you  will  remember  there 
are  two  women  who  have  trusted  you,  hoping  for  your 
success.  And  now.  I  fancy,  we  iave  kept  you  too 

^•*^'l^^  ^^I^^  holding  the  door  open  a  moment, 
htaleU*  '         *^^°  suddenly  straightened 

"  I  can  at  least  be  honest  with  you  in  this  venture," ' 
ue  said,  with  a  curious  quietness. 
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Nothing  further  was  said,  but  when  his  guests 
drove  away  Witham  sat  still  awhile,  and  then  went 
back  very  grim  in  face  to  his  ploughing.  He  had 
passed  other  unpleasant  moments  of  that  kind  since 
he  came  to  Silverdale,  and  long  afterwards  the 
memory  of  them  brought  a  flush  to  his  face.  The  ex- 
cuses he  had  made  seemed  worthless  when  he  strove 
to  view  what  he  had  done,  and  was  doing,  through 
those  women's  eyes. 

It  was  dusk  when  he  returned  to  the  homestead 
-orn  out  in  body  but  more  tranquil  in  mind,  and 
stopped  a  moment  in  the  doorway  to  look  back  on  the 
darkening  sweep  of  the  ploughing.  He  felt  with  no 
misgivings  that  his  time  of  triumph  would  come,  and 
in  the  meanwhile  the  handling  of  this  great  farm  with 
all  the  aids  that  money  could  buy  him  was  a  keen  joy 
to  him  ;  but  each  time  he  met  Matid  Harrington's  eyes 
he  realised  the  more  surely  that  t  i  le  i^our  of  his  success 
must  also  see  accomplished  an  iict  of  abnegation, 
which  he  wondered  with  a  growing  fear  whether  he 
could  find  the  strength  for.  Then  as  he  went  in  a  man 
who  cooked  for  his  hired  assistants  came  to  meet  him. 

"  There's  a  stranger  inside  waiting  for  you,"  he  said. 
"  Wouldn't  tell  me  what  he  wanted,  but  sat  right 
down  as  if  the  place  was  his  and  helped  himself  with- 
out asking  to  your  cigars.  Wanted  something  to 
drink,  too,  and  smiled  at  me  kind  of  wicked  when  I 
brought  him  the  cider." 

The  room  was  almost  dark  when  Witham  entered 
it  and  stood  still  a  moment  staring  at  a  man  who  sat, 
cigar  in  hand,  quietly  watching  him.  His  appearance 
was  curiously  familiar,  but  Witham  could  not  see  his 
face  until  he  moved  forward  another  step  or  two. 
Then  he  stopped  once  more,  and  the  two,  saying 
nothing,  looked  at  one  another.  1 1  was  Witham  who 
spoke  first,  and  his  voice  was  \ery  even. 
"  What  do  you  want  here  ?  "  he  asked. 
The  other  man  laughed.    "  Isn't  that  a  curious 


THE   UNEXPECTED. 


169 


question  when  the  place  is  mine  ?  You  don't  seem 
°^moyed  to  see  me  come  to  hfe  again." 
n»2^  !™  f  ■'  *^°^  ^"**  sl°wly  I'gnted  a  cigar.  "  We 
"Well  ?°lTr'''^*;.  ^  ^""/^  X°"  *hat  /ou  want- 
deal  OnlJfK  *^°"""thf«-"«  dryly,  "  it  is  iot  a  great 
tieal.  Only  the  means  to  live  in  a  manner  more  Befit- 
tmg  a  gentleman  than  I  have  been  able  to  do  lately  " 
favonrpH  hf^  "°*  ^^'^  Prospering  ?  "  and  Witham 
lavoured  his  companion  with  a  slow  scrutiny. 

No  and  Courthorne  laughed  again.  "You  sec 
I  could  pick  up  a  tolerable  liviL  as  dnce  Courthorne; 
but  there  is  very  little  to  be  made  at  my  business  when 
you  commence  in  new  fields  as  an  unknown  man  " 
it  wo^Wn'f  Itli^f/'''^'"/"''^'^'  "  ^  d°n't  know  that 
at  vo^^m.^  '^"c'  ^°  ^^"  "y  *"^  than  stay  here 
tLZT.  '%■ ,  ^"J'"'  "^  "ny  inclinations  go,  I 
would  sooner  fight  than  have  any  further  deSii^gs 
with  a  man  hke  you."  '""■6= 

.„;^°"n '^"'^^  ^^°°^  '"*  "^^^d.  "  I  fi.xed  up  the  thine 
^n  i)l  ;w  y°"  w°"lJ  be  convicted.    Still,  we'll  no? 

i  h'fr^f^fi  '  ''f,^°''  "^IH  "°'  ^'"^  ""«  unreasonable. 
A  life  at  Silverdale  would  not  suit  me,  and  you  know 
by  this  time  that  it  would  be  difficult  to  seU  the  place^ 
while  I  don't  know  where  I  could  find  a  tenant  who 
would  farm  it  better  than  you.  That  S  s^  it 
wouldn  t  be  good  policy  to  Wd  you  too^verei;! 

TSyVeriSiyir-"'  '^""•^^  •"  "'^  ™-"-'^'l- 

Witham  sat  still  a  minute.    He  was  sensible  of  a 

fierce  distrust  and  hatred  of  the  man  before  ii^,  but 

so«Sg  '^^  ^^^  consummation  of  his 

"  Then  you  shaU  have  them  on  condition  that  vou 

fh/fY^'S"**  'j^Y  ^"^^y-  """'  ''^'■vest  is  over.  Alter 
that  I  will  send  for  you  and  shall  have  more  to  tell 
Utfhif  r"  *n?„">eantime  you  come  back  here,  or 
ot  H..^f  am  Witham,  I  will  surrender  to  the  police 
or  decide  our  differences  in  another  fashion  » 
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Courthome  nodded.  "  That  is  direct,"  he  said. 
"  One  knows  where  he  is  when  he  deals  with  a  man 
who  talks  as  you  do.  Now,  are  you  not  curious  as  to 
the  way  I  cheated  both  the  river  and  the  police  ? 

"  No,"  said  Witham  grimly,  "  not  in  the  least.  We 
will  talk  business  together  when  it  is  necessary,  but  1 
can  only  decline  to  discuss  anything  else  with  you. 

Courthome  laughed.  "There's  nothing  to  be 
gained  by  pretending  to  misunderstand  you,  but  it 
wouldn't  pay  me  to  be  resentful  when  I'm  graciously 
willing  to  let  you  work  for  me.  StiU,  I  have  been  in- 
clined to  wonder  how  you  were  gettmg  on  with  my 
estimable  relatives  and  connections.  One  of  them 
has,  I  hear,  unbent  a  trifle  towards  you,  but  I  would 
like  to  warn  you  not  to  presume  on  any  small  courtesy 
shown  you  by  the  younger  Miss  Barrington. 

Witham  stood  up  and  set  his  back  to  the  door. 
"  You  heard  my  terms,  but  if  you  mention  that  lady 
again  in  connection  with  me  it  would  suit  me  equaUy 
well  to  make  good  all  I  owe  you  very  differently. 

Courthome  did  not  appear  in  any  way  disconcerted, 
but  before  he  could  answer  a  man  outside  opened  the 

door.  ,  , ,  .    . 

"  Here's  Sergeant  Stimson  and  one  of  his  troopers 
wanting  you,"  he  said.  x,      i  ix 

Witham  looked  at  Courthome,  but  the  latter 
smiled.  "Thevisithasnotliingtodowithme.  It  is 
probably  accidental ;  but  I  fancy  Stimson  knows  me, 
and  it  wouldn't  be  advisable  for  him  to  see  us  both 
together.  Now,  I  wonder  whether  you  could  make 
it  fifteen  hundred  dollars." 

"  No,"  said  Witham.    "  Stay,  if  it  pleases  you. 

Courthome  shook  his  head.  "  I  don't  know  that 
it  would.    You  don't  do  it  badly,  Witham.         . 

He  went  out  by  another  door  almost  as  the  grizzled 
sergeant  came  in  and  stood  still,  looking  at  the  master 
of  the  homestead. 

"  I  haven"  L  seen  you  since  I  came  here,  Mr.  cour 
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«„r  ?'"  f  1*^  ,***^  prairie-rider,  "  there  is  a  differ- 
ence when  I  look  at  you  more  closely.  Let  me  see. 
I  met  you  once  or  twice  back  there  in  Alberta  ?  " 
his  /uafr*  « V°  ^  "-^fleeting  but  Witham  was  on 
nnt^^t  ;i  B  •^°'"^  frequently,  I  fancy,  but  you  had 
nothing  defimte  against  me,  and  the  times  have 
changed.  I  would  like  to  point  that  out  to  you 
"7'Y-  /?"'■  '^'^'efs  are  also  on  good  terms  with  us 
at  Silverdale,  you  see." 

Tlie  sergeant  laughed.  "  Well,  sir,  I  meant  no 
offence  and  called  round  to  requisition  a  horse 
One  of  the  Whitesod  boys  has-been  deciding  a 
quarrel  with  a  neighbour  with  an  a.xe,  and  while  I 

Mdger Tide.'" "  "'  °""'  ""'-"  ""'^^  «°'  '"^  ^«'' 

"Tell  Tom  in  the  stables  to  let  you  have  vour 

choice,"  said  Witham.    "  If  you  like  them   there"s 

along"^^"  ^°"  shouldn't  take  some  of  these  cigars 

The  sergeant  went  out,  and  when  the  beat  of 
hoofs  sank  mto  tI>o  silence  of  the  prairie,  Witham 
called  Courthorne  in.  "  I  have  offered  you  no  re- 
freshment but  the  best  in  the  house  is  at  your 
ser\'ice,"  he  said.  •' 

Courthorne  looked  at  him  curiously,  and  for  the 
first  time  Witham  noticed  that  the  life  he  had  led 
was  telling  upon  his  companion. 

^^  As  your  guest  ?  "  he  asked. 

fh,f^^'' '  '''''*  Witham.  "  I  am  tenant  here,  and. 
tnat  I  may  owe  you  nothing,  purpose  paying  vou  a 
second  thousand  dollars  whin  the  crop  is  Va^  well 
m.^^""'*^.,''?*^'^'*  °"  ^^^  ^^"e  of  the  stock  and 
machines  and  the  money  I  have  used,  as  shown  in  the 
documents  handed  me  by  Colonel  Harrington     With 
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wheat  at  its  present  price,  nobody  would  give  you 
more  for  the  land.  In  return,  I  demand  the  mi- 
conditional  use  of  the  farm  until  within  three  months 
from  harvest  I  have  the  elevator  warrants  for  what- 
ever wheat  I  raise,  which  will  belong  to  me.  If  you  do 
not  agree,  or  remain  here  after  sunnse  to-morrow,  1 
shall  ride  over  to  the  outpost  and  make  a  declaration. 

"  Well,"  said  Courthome  slowly,  "  you  can  con- 
sider it  a  deal." 


CHAPTER  XV. 

FACING     THE      FLAME. 

CouRTHORNE  rode  away  next  morning,  and  some 
mtttK^'t  when jiaud  Barringto^n'  c^e  u^n 

not  at  first  see  her,  for  the  rattle  of  the  machines  in  a 
neighbounng  hoUow  drowned  the  muffled  beat  of 

KL"" Vh  '  ^^'  '""^?  "^'^  l""^^  '"•  leaked  down 
mi  vSf  w^  "'^^  sitting  very  still,  which  wa^ 
^^«ht  w      ^^'  *  hammer  m  his  hand,  gazing 

Sd  fh.Jv''""'  ^^  ^^^"^^  ^^  ^^"''^  s^«  somfthinf 
bq^ond  the  shiinmenng  heat  that  danced  al.  "-  thf 
run  of  the  prairie.  -^ 

Summer  had  come,  and  the  grass,  which  ^rew 
scarcely  ankle-deep  on  the  great  levels  was  nZ 
mor.  white  and  dry  ;  but  in  thVhoUowIthat  had  heW 
the  melting  snow  it  stood  waist-high,  scented  with 
peppermmt,  harsh  and  wiry,  and  Wif ha.  ^had  set  out 
^La^  "^^  *•'  ^""^  '°  h^^^^t  it.  Already  a  hne 
ani  1  "^W'  "'''^^^^  ^'"^ly  a'^ross  the  prairie 
fhtZw,^'^^  h'^^  ™°^'^'^  h^f-se«n  amid  the  d"?t 
that  whirled  about  another  sloo.  Out  of  it  came  the 
trampbng  of  hoofs  and  the  musical  tinkle  ofsteel 

was  sISh^'*^^.  ^r^f  "P'  ^"'^  'he  care  wh  ch 
was  stamped  upon  it  fled  from  his  face  when  he  saw 

,.H^''-    Pl^  ^"'*  ^^""^  '^y  *Wck  upon  his  garaem^ 
'.ad  spared  her,  and  as  she  sat,  patting  thf  r™t'ess 
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horse,  with  a  little  smile  in  her  face  which  showed  just 
touched  by  the  sun  beneath  the  big  white  hat,  some- 
thing in  her  dainty  freshness  reacted  upon  the  tired 
man's  fancy.  He  had  long  borne  the  stress  and  the 
burden,  and  as  he  watched  her  a  longing  to  taste  for 
at  least  a  space  the  life  of  leisure  and  refinement  came 
upon  him,  as  it  had  done  too  often  for  his  tran- 
quiUity  since  he  came  to  Silverdale.  This  woman 
who  had  been  bom  to  it  could,  it  seemed  to  him,  lilt 
the  man  she  trusted  beyond  the  sordid  cares  of  the 
turmoQ  to  her  own  high  level,  and  as  he  waited  for 
her  to  speak,  a  fit  of  passion  shook  him.  It  betrayed 
itself  only  by  the  sudden  hardening  of  his  face. 

"  It  is  the  first  time  I  have  surprised  you  idle. 
You  were  dreaming,"  she  said. 

Witham  smiled  a  trifle  mirthlessly.  I  was,  but 
I  am  afraid  the  fulfilment  of  the  dreams  is  not  for 
me.  One  is  apt  to  be  pulled  up  suddenly  when  he 
ventures  over  far." 

"  We  are  inquisitive,  you  know,"  said  Maud  Har- 
rington ;  "  can't  you  teU  me  what  they  were  ? 

Witham  did  not  know  what  impulse  swayed  him, 
and  afterwards  blamed  himself  for  complying ;  but 
the  giri's  interest  compelled  him,  and  he  showed  her 
a  little  of  what  was  in  his  heart. 

"  I  fancy  I  saw  Silverdale  gorging  the  elevators 
with  the  choicest  wheat,"  he  said.  "  A  new  bndge 
flung  level  across  the  ravine  where  the  waggons  go 
down  half-loaded  to  the  creek ;  a  dam  turning  the 
hollow  into  a  lake,  and  big  turbines  dnvmg  our  own 
flouring  mill.  Then  there  were  herds  of  cattle  fatten- 
ing on  the  strippings  of  the  grain  that  wasteful 
people  bum,  oun'products  clamoured  for,  east  in  the 
old  country,  and  west  in  British  Columbia— and  for  a 
background,  prosperity  and  power,  even  if  it  was 
paid  for  with  half  the  traditions  of  Silverdale.  StiU, 
you  see  it  may  all  be  due  to  the  effect  of  the  fierce 
"umshine  on  an  idle  man's  fancy." 
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^'^tfTX^Z't^lH^j:^^^day.  and  the 

•'  is  aU  that  qui?e  beSrealisSl  '  r  '"i^  ^"^'y- 
bring  it  about  ?  "  reausation.    Could  you  not 

her  pSr  'lie  w^f l'^""'^''''""  ^"<^  ^"""ethW  of 
the  slight  diladon  of  th  °  ""f  r  '"  'his  woman.  But 
eyes  tlld  of  ambUioi  5nd"?n  "''  ""^  "^^^low  in  her 
not  his  own  °'^  *  moment  his  soul  was 

watched  S"swfft\1fa;>h';''  ^aud  Barrington.  wl,„ 
lifting  of  his  head  feTt1h/tT^  of  his  shoulder  and 
the  trath.  T  en  witl  a  iudJln  ^^^'^  "".  r^^  '^an 
"  But  I  never  will  "  ^"  '""'^^  °^  bitterness. 

veS^orhas  wSJoii'-^r^r  S^°^"  ^'-d  of  Sil- 
Withkm  leL^H    y°"  P'ctured  no  charm  for  you  ?  - 

wheel  aemo"we/^>':r^H^'^^"y•  '^S'^'"^*  'he 
stand  what  my  hfe  has  be^  Thn  y°\'°"''*  ""'^"- 
that  rendered  cvervefforfn  .  .  ^-ushmg  poverty 
the  wounds  that  come  from  ,?''  •^™'"  9'  beginning, 

the  numb  hot^eCessZtf"'^?  ""''"''*  *°°'''  '"'' 
They  are  tolerably  harH  V^k  ,  *  ""epeated  failure, 
difficult  tSe\e^,f°  ^?u  '■'^°''''  ''"t  it  is  more 
fed  bodyis  as  wo  n  0^1°  .*''""  ""J'^^J^^  P«>riy- 
would  be-parrdise  IJ  "'^."""'l-  To  stay  here 
bably  haveKffirT  ,/  ^1™^'^  °^  '^  *i"  P™- 
andUouttlhrdogJ^^^yo^'*,r;<=.,-»  ^"^^^^ 

to^najrrsSi^fc^^^*"^'^  ^n  answer 

^=!^pS:jSr^F^'^^ 
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"And  you  fear  the  angel  with  the  s^ordV; .^^e 

the  bonds  .  conventionality  "  L^nce  she  sa^. 
XS:i.^r:St^aftin/^--gre. 
deal  in  tlij  past  ?  nresent  that  is 

^'"'^^P'ffh  .  uEhake  of  his  shoulders  shrank  into 
hSsTlf  Maud  BaSg^on,  ^vho  understood  it^once 
S«f  put  on  the  becoming  reticence  of  Sdverjle^ 

"  We  are  getting  beyond  our  depth,  ana  it  is  very 
w",hS     "You  have  all  this  hay  to  cut! 

Wi£uuEhed  as  he  bent  over  the  mower's  knife 
"  ^es^'TeS.  "  it  is  reaUy  more  in  my  Ime.  and  I 
^^^SK'i^^rSl^rrm^nw.s 

'""  iSnan  knew  his  place,  but  you  came  pailousl.v 
near  mSafool  of  yourself  this  mormng.mydea., 

she  said.  ,  ,  j     ..^  i^„^  vvhen, 

flickered  in.  and  far  »«  ;^^"*  *^*,j^s  of  crimson 
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when  fires  thi    are  lighted  by  means  which  no  man 
knows  creep  up  and  down  the  waste  of  grass  mitil 
they  put  on  speed  and  roll  in  a  surf  of  flame  before  a 
sudden  breeze.    Still,  nobody  was  anxious  about 
them,  for  the  guarding  furrows  that  would  oppose 
a  space  of  dusty  soil  to  the  march  of  the  flame  had 
been  ploughed  round  every  homestead  at  SUverdale 
Maud  Barnngton  was  at  the  piano,  and  her  voice 
was  good  ;  whUe  Witham,  who  had  known  what  it  is 
to  toil  .rom  red  dawn  to  sunset  without  hope  of  more 
than  daily  food,  found  the  simple  song  she  had  chosen 
chime  with  his  mood  :  "  All  day  long  the  reapers  " 

A  faint  staccato  drumming  that  rose  from  the 
silent  praine  throbbed  through  the  final  chords  of  it 
and  when  the  music  ceased,  swelled  into  the  gallop  of 
a  horse.    It  seemed  in  some  curious  fashion  porten- 
tous, and  when  there  was  a  rattle  and  jingle  outside 
other  eyes  than  Witham's  were  turned  towards  the 
door.    It  swung  open  presently,  and  Dane  came  in 
Ihere  was  quiet  elation  and  some  diffidence  in  his 
bronzed  face  as  he  turned  to  Colonel  Barrington 
,     I  could  not  get  away  earlier  from  the  settlement 
sir,  but  I  have  great  news,"  he  said.     "  Thev  have 
awoke  to  the  fact  that  stocks  are  getting  low  in  the 
old  country.    Wheat  moved  up  at  Winnipeg,  and 
there  was  ahnost  a  rush  to  buy  yesterday." 

There  was  a  sudden  silence,  for  among  those  pre- 
sent were  men  who  remembered  the  acres  of  good 
sou  they  had  not  ploughed,  but  a  little  grim  smUe 
crept  into  their  leader's  face.  ^ 

c.'ii^*  ^"-^^  ®^'^  quietly,  "  too  late  for  most  of  us. 
StiU,  we  will  not  grudge  you  your  good  fortune,  Dane 
You  and  a  few  of  the  others  owe  it  to  Courthome  " 

Every  eye  was  on  tlie  speaker,  for  it  had  become 
known  among  his  neighbours  that  he  had  sold  for  a 
taU;  but  Barrington  could  lose  gracefully  Then 
both  his  niece  and  Dane  looked  at  Witham  witli  i 
question  in  their  eyes. 
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"  Yes,"  he  said  very  quietly,  "  it  i»  the  turning  of 

the  tide."  ,         .,.,.■ 

He  crossed  over  to  Barnngton,  who  smiled  at  him 
dryly  as  he  said,  "  It  is  a  trifle  soon  to  admit  that  I 
was  wrong."  .         .     .  j 

Witham  made  a  gesture  of  almost  impatient  depre- 
cation. "  I  was  wondering  how  far  I  might  presume, 
sir.    You  have  forward  wheat  to  deliver  ? 

"  I  have,"  said  Barrington  ;  "  unfortunately,  a 
Kood  deal.    You  believe  the  advance  will  continue  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Witham  simply.  "  Still,  it  is  but  the 
beginning,  and  there  will  be  a  reflux  before  the 
stTeam  sets  in.  Wait  A.  little,  sir,  and  then  telegraph 
your  broker  to  cover  all  your  contracts  when  the 
price  drops  again."  „ 

"  I  fancy  it  would  be  wiser  to  cut  my  losses  now, 
said  Barrington  dryly. 

Then  Witham  did  a  somewhat  darmg  thmg,  for  he 
raised  his  voice  a  trifle,  in  a  fashion  that  seemed  to 
invite  the  attention  of  the  rest  of  the  company. 

"  The  more  certain  the  advance  seems  to  be,  the 
fiercer  wiU  be  the  bears'  last  attack,"  he  said.  "  They 
have  to  get  from  under,  and  will  take  heavy  chances 
to  force  prices  back.  As  yet,  they  may  contrive  to 
check  or  turn  the  stream,  and  then  every  wise  man 
who  has  sold  down  will  try  to  cover,  but  no  one  can 
tell  how  far  it  may  carry  us,  once  it  sets  strongly  m. 

The  men  understood,  as  did  Colonel  Barnngton, 
that  they  were  being  warned,  as  it  were,  above  their 
leader's  head ;  and  his  niece,  while  resenting  the 
slight,  admitted  the  courage  of  the  man.  Barrington's 
face  was  sardonic,  and  a  less  resolute  man  would 
have  winced  under  the  implication  as  he  said : 

"  This  is.  no  doubt,  intuition.  I  fancy  you  told  us 
you  had  no  dealings  on  the  markets  at  Winnipeg." 

Witham  looked  steadily  at  the  speaker,  and  the 

girl  noticed  with  a  curious  approval  that  he  smiled. 

"  Perhaps  it  is,  but  I  believe  events  will  prove  me 
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right.  In  any  case,  what  I  had  the  honour  of  telline 
you  and  Miss  Barrincton  was  the  fact,"  he  said. 

Nol)ody  spoke,  and  the  girl  was  wondering  by  what 
means  the  strain,  which,  though  few  helrd  what 
Bamngton  said,  aU  seemed  to  feel,  could  be  relieved, 
when  out  of  the  darkness  came  a  second  beat  of  hoofs 
and  by-and-bye  a  man  swaying  on  the  driving-seat 

wirfrf^^  ^"^Tr''^«?  ^"^'^P*^  '"*"  *''«  ''8ht  from  the 
windows.  Then  there  were  voices  outside,  and  a 
breathless  lad  came  in. 

♦hnl^..**'!  ^^^^,  u""*  *=°?''"8  "S'^t  ^own  on  Cour- 

X^  T  .  '  ■??  ^'^-  "  I*  ^"s  tolerably  close 
When  I  got  away. 

.  l"*"  '"stant  there  was  commotion,  and  every  man 
SUyerdale  Grange  was  on  his  feet.  For  the  most 
part  they  took  life  lightly,  and  looked  upon  their 
tarmmg  as  an  attempt  to  combine  the  making  of 
doUars  with  gentlemanly  relaxation  ;  but  there  were 
no  laggards  among  them  when  there  was  perilous 
work  to  be  done,  and  they  went  out  to  meet  the  fire 
joyously.  Inside  five  minutes  scarcely  a  horse 
remained  m  the  stables,  and  the  men  were  flyine  at 
a  gallop  across  the  dusky  prairie,  laughing  at  the 

ThK"  f  '*?™%,-"  "  t^^'^y  badger-hole.  Yet,  in 
the  haste  of  saddling,  they  found  time  to  arrange  a 
twenty-dollar  sweepstake  and  the  allowance  for 
weight. 

Up  the  long  rise  and  down  the  back  of  it  thev 

*T*P*\u'"™P  ^^y^*  ^y  ^""'«P  ^nd  neck  by  neck, 
while  the  roar  of  the  hoofs  reft  the  silence  of  the 
praine  like  the  roll  of  musketry.  Behind  came  the 
waggons,  lurching  up  the  slope,  and  the  blood  surged 
to  the  brave  young  faces  as  the  night  wind  smote 
them  and  fanned  mto  brightness  the  crimson  smear 
on  the  horizon.  They  were  Englbh  lads,  and  healthy 
Englishmen  of  the  stock  that  had  furnished  their 
nation  s  fightmg  bne.  and  not  infrequently  counted 
no  sacrifice  too  great  that  brought  their  colours  home 
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first  on  the  racing  turf.  Still,  careless  to  the  verge  of 
irresponsibility  as  they  were  in  most  affairs  that  did 
not  touch  their  pride,  the  man  who  rode  with  red 
spurs  and  Dane  next  behind  him,  a  clear  length 
before  the  first  of  them,  asked  no  better  allies  in 
what  was  to  be  done. 

Then  the  line  drew  out  as  the  pace  began  to  tell, 
though  the  rearmost  rode  grimly,  knowing  the  risks 
the  leaders  ran,  and  that  the  chance  of  being  first  to 
meet  the  fire  might  yet  fall  to  them.  There  was  not 
one  among  them  who  would  not  have  killed  his  best 
horse  for  that  honour,  and  for  further  incentive  the 
Colonel's  niece,  in  streaming  habit,  flitted  in  front  of 
them.  She  had  come  up  from  behind  them,  and 
passed  them  on  a  rise,  for  Harrington  disdained  to 
breed  horses  for  dollars  alone,  andf  there  was  blood 
well  known  on  the  Enghsh  turf  in  the  beast  she  rode. 

By-and-bye  a  straggling  birch  bluff  rose  blackly 
across  their  way,  but  nobody  swung  wide.  Swaying 
low  while  the  branches  smote  them,  they  went 
through,  the  twigs  crackling  under  foot,  and  here  and 
there  the  red  drops  trickling  down  a  flushed,  scarred 
face,  for  the  slanting  rent  of  a  birch  bough  cuts  like 
a  knife.  Dim  trees  whirled  by  them,  undergrowth 
went  down,  and  they  were  out  on  the  dusty  grass 
again,  while  hurled  straight,  like  field  guns  wanted 
at  the  front,  the  bouncing  waggons  went  through 
behind.  Then  the  fire  rose  higher  in  front  of  them, 
and  when  they  topped  the  last  rise  the  pace  grew 
faster  still.  The  slope  they  thundered  down  was 
undermined  by  gophers  and  seamed  by  badger-holes, 
but  they  took  their  chances  gleefully,  sparing  no 
effort  of  hand  and  heel,  for  the  sum  of  twenty  dollars 
and  the  credit  of  being  first  man  in.  Then  the 
smoke  rolled  up  to  them,  and  when  eager  hands  drew 
bridle  at  last,  a  youthful  voice  rose  breathlessly  out 
of  it: 

"  Stapleton  a  good  first,  but  he'll  go  back  on 
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weight.    It  used  to  be  black  and  orange  when  he 
was  at  home." 

There  was  a  ripple  of  hoarse  laughter,  a  gasping 
cheer,  and  then  silence,  for  now  their  play  was  over 
and  It  was  with  the  grim  quietness,  which  is  not  un- 
usual with  their  kind,  the  men  of  Silverdale  turned 
towards  the  fire.  It  rolled  towards  the  homestead 
a  waving  crimson  wall,  not  fast,  but  with  remorseless 
persistency,  out  of  the  dusky  prairie,  and  already 
tlie  horses  were  plunging  in  the  smoke  of  it.  That 
however,  did  not  greatly  concern  the  men,  for  the 
bare  fire  furrows  stretched  between  themselves  and 
It;  but  there  was  also  another  blaze  inside  the 
defences,  and,  unless  it  was  checked,  nothing  could 
save  house  and  bams  and  granaries,  rows  of  costly 
binders,  and  stock  of  prairie  hay.  They  looked  for 
a  leader,  and  found  one  ready,  for  Witham's  voice 
came  up  through  the  crackle  of  the  fire : 

"  Some  of  you  lead  the  saddle-horses  back  to  the 
willows  and  picket  them.  The  rest  to  the  stables 
and  bring  out  the  working  beasts.  The  ploughs  are 
by  the  corral,  and  the  first  team  that  comes  up  is  to 
be  harnessed  to  each  in  turn.  Then  start  in,  and 
turn  over  a  fall-depth  furrow  a  furiong  from  the  fire  " 
There  was  no  confusion,  and  already  the  hired  men 
were  busy  with  two  great  machines  until  Witham 
displaced  two  of  them. 

"  How  that  fire  passed  the  guards  I  don't  know 
but  there  will  be  time  to  find  out  later,"  he  said  to 
Dane.  "  Follow  with  the  big  breaker— it  wants  a 
strong  man  to  keeip  that  share  in— as  close  as  vou 
can."  -^ 

Then  they  were  off,  a  man  at  the  heads  of  the 
leading  horses  harnessed  to  the  great  machines,  and 
Witham  sittmg  very  intent  in  the  driving-seat  of  one 
while  the  tough  sod  crackled  under  the  rending 
shares.  Both  the  man  and  the  reins  were  needed 
when  the  smoke  rolled  down  on  them,  but  it  was  for 
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a  moment  torn  aside  again,  and  there  roared  up 
towards  the  blurred  arch  of  indigo  a  great  rush  ot 
flame.  The  heat  of  it  smote  into  prickliness  the  un- 
covered skin,  and  in  spite  of  all  that  Wxtham  could 
do  the  beasts  recoUed  upon  the  machme  behmd 
them  Then  they  swung  round  wrenchmg  the  shares 
from  the  triplex  furrow,  and  for  a  few  wild  mmutes 
man  and  terrified  beast  fought  for  the  inastery 
Breathless,  half-strangled  objurgations,  the  clatter  ot 
trace  and  swivel,  and  the  thud  of  hoofs,  rose  muffled 
through  the  roar  of  the  fire,  for  while  swaying, 
plunging,  panting,  they  fought  with  fist  and  hoof,  it 
was  rolling  on,  and  now  the  heat  was  almost  insup- 
portable. The  victory,  however,  was  to  the  men. 
and  when  the  great  machine  went  on  again,  Maud 
Harrington,  who  with  the  wife  of  one  of  her  neigh- 
bours had  watched  the  struggle,  stood  wide-eyed, 
half-afraid,  and  yet  thrilled  in  every  fibre. 

"  It  was  splendid  !  "  she  said.       They  can  t  be 

beaten."  ,        ,  .  ... .,       „  ^^^  „ 

Her  companion  seemed  to  shiver  a  little.        Y  es, 
she  said,  "  perhaps  it  was,  but  I  wish  it  was  over.    It 
would  appeal  to  you  differently,  my  dear,  if  you  had 
a  husband  at  one  of  those  horse's  heads. 

For  a  moment  Maud  Harrington  wondered  whether 
it  would,  and  then,  when  a  red  flame  flickered  out 
towards  the  team,  felt  a  little  cjuU  of  dread.  In 
another  second  the  smoke  whirled  about  them,  and 
she  moved  backward  choking  with  her  compamon. 
The  teams,  however,  went  on,  and,  though  the  men 
who  led  them  afterwards  wondered  how  they  kept 
their  erip  on  the  horses'  heads,  came  out  frantic  with 
fear  on  the  farther  side.  Then  it  was  that  while  the 
machines  swung  round  and  other  men  ran  to  help, 
Witham,  springing  from  the  driving-seat,  found  Dane 
amidst  the  swaying,  plunging  medley  of  beasts  and 


men 


"  if  you  can't  find  hook  or  clevis,  cut  the  trace," 
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^t  nf,l  f  ^u  '^^j'^  •""■"  i''^  P'°"S'''  and  the  devUs 
are  out  of  hand  now.  The  fire  will  jump  these 
furrows,  and  we've  got  to  try  again  " 

In  another  minute  four  maddened  beasts  were 
careenng  across  the  prairie  with  portions  of  their 

w^f  h=T  I -TU^  ^''S"*  ^^^'^'  ^hile  one  man  who 
was  badly  kicked  sat  down  grey  in  face  and  gasping, 
and   he  fire  roUed  up  to  the  ridge  of  loam,  checkel 
^"<TM,^"  ^P'^a"S  across  it  here  and  there. 
"Th;     V'n^  °"'  of  those  lad's  places,"  said  Dane. 

hrllZ^^  ^  J''""'^  ?"■  *'^°  'a*^''  When  he  flung  a 
breathless  lad  away  from  his  plough,  and  the  latter 
turned  upon  hun  hoarse  with  indignation 

I   raced  Stapleton   for  it.    Loose  your  hold 
confound  you.    It's  mine,"  he  said.  ' 

nn?Tf^^V\^  and  laughed  at  him  as  he  signed  to 
head  °  ""^^ '"  *^^  *^®  near  horse's 

S,J°K'^  ^  ^}''''^7J^^,'  ^n*^  ^°"''^e  done  what  you 
could,  he  said.  "  StUl,  if  you  get  in  the  way  of  a 
grown  man  now.  I'll  break  your  head  for  you  " 
«,j,^\r^^^/  J".^"u*^^''  ""oraent,  crossed  Witham, 
jy,rlH  !?^"'^,fri'^  l^*"*'- '"  his  furrow,  and  had 
turned  and  doubled  it  before  the  fire  that  had  passed 

lit  l^nl  ™'  u?'"i-  ""^"^  "P°"  *hem.  Once  more 
went  do      ^""^^  hlmdmg,  and  one  of  Dane's  beasts 

Ti,"  J'j"  °"*  n*  *'^''°"  n°W'"  he  said.    "  Try  back. 
Ihat  team  will  never  face  it,  Courthorne  " 
Witham's  face  showed  very  grim  under  the  tossing 

sa^d""  "Tf  thJ'^f,,^"'  *°-  .^'•"  «°'"e  through,"  hi 
said.  If  the  others  are  to  stop  it  behind  there, 
they  must  have  tune."  ' 

c„  u  "*'*»c*"'i  «  ®  husband  of  the  woman  who  had 
spoken  to  Maud  Barrmgton  passed  on  with  the  frantic 
team  mto  the  smoke  that  was  streaked  with  flame 
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"  Good  Lord !  "  said  Dane,  and  added  more  as. 
sitting  on  the  horse's  head,  he  turned  his  tinghng 

'"it  wa'some'minutes  before  he  and  the  hir^d  man 
who  came  up  loosed  the  fallen  horse,  and  led  u  and  its 
fellow  back  towards  the  last  defences  the  rest  had 
been  raising,  while  the  first  furrows  checked  but  did 
not  stavThf  conflagration.  There  he  presently  came 
upon  the  man  who  had  been  with  Witham. 

"  i  don't  know  where  Courthorne  is,  he  said. 
"The  beasts  bolted  with  us  just  af*^r  we  d  gone 
through  the  worst  of  it,  and  I  fancy  they  took  the 
plough  along.  Anyway,  I  didn't  see  what  became  of 
C  and  lon't  fancy  anybody  would  have  worned 
much  about  them  after  bemg  trampled  on  by  a 
horse  in  the  lumbar  region.'  _ 

Dane  saw  that  the  man  was  limping  and  white  n 
face,  and  asked  no  more  ques'  ions.  It  was  evident  to 
him  that  Courthorne  would  be  where  he  was  most 
neTded,  and  he  did  what  he  could  ^y?th  those  who 
were  adding  furrow  to  furrow  across  the  path  of  the 
fire.  It  rolled  up  to  them  roaring,  stopped,  flung  a 
shower  of  burning  filaments  before  it,  sank  and  swept 
aloft  again,  whili  the  sparks  rained  down  upon  the 
grass  before  the  draught  it  made. 

Blackened  men  with  smouldering .  clothes  were 
however,  ready,  and  they  fought  each  incipient  blwe 
with  soaked  grain  bags,  and  shovels,  s°nie  of  them 
also,  careless  of  blistered  arms,  with  their  own  wet 
kckets  As  fast  as  each  fire  was  trampled  out 
Ser  spring  into  !««,  but  the  pa«ntba^e  that 
fed  them  sank  and  died,  and  at  last  there  was  a 
hoarse  cheer.  They  had  won,  and  the  hre  they  had 
beaten  prssed  on  divided  across  the  prairie,  leavmg 
the  homestead  unscathed  between. 

Then  they  turned  to  look  for  their  leader,  and  did 
not  find  him  until  a  lad  came  up  to  Dane. 

"  Courthorne's  back  by  the  second  furrows,,  and  1 
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fam  /  he  s  badly  hurt,"  he  said.     "  He  didn't  appear 
to  know  me,  and  his  head  seems  aU  kicked  in  " 

It  was  not  apparent  how  the  news  went  round,  but 
."mn  kY  '?°^«  ?"n'?tes  Dane  was  kneeling  beside  a 
i^'  ^if<=''^"«d  o^'Ject  stretched  amidst  the  grass, 
and  whUe  his  comrades  clustered  behind  her,  Slaud 
Barrmgton  bent  over  him.  Her  voice  was  breathless 
as  she  asked,     Yoi>  don't  believe  him  dead  ?  " 

in.ifJ"^  ♦  y  ^^^  ^J°''^^^  ^  '^n'«™'  and  Dane  felt 
incUned  to  gasp  when  he  saw  the  girl's  white  face 
but  what  she  felt  was  not  his  business  then  ' 

fha*  1  !  °  ^  H'^^  ^^^^  '^  ^^""y  Jiard  to  km.  Hold 
that  lantern  so  I  can  see  him,"  he  said. 

bodv  M'^i'^^'^l'^  silent  glad  that  there  was  some- 

in.7i  *^^5  ^  '^^'  ^"^  '"  a  few  moments  Dane 
looked  round  again. 

♦>,r»^''*!  '"/?,  ^^^  settlement,  Stapleton,  and  bring 
that  doctor  fellow  out  if  you  'c:ing  him  b^  the  neck^ 

fotr^ngWmX''"'-    ''"'"  '°''''  '"°"  ""^^^  y^^"'- 
;;  Here  of  course,"  said  the  lad,  breaking  into  a  run. 

T<i„.w     anfDane's  voice  stopped  hiii.    "Now, 

I  don  t  fancy  that  would  do.    It  seems  to  me  that 

this  IS  a  case  in  which  a  woman  to  look  after  him 

would  be  necessary." 
Then,  before  any  of  the  married  men  or  their  v^-ves 

who  had  followed  them  could  make  an  offer,  Maud 

Barnngton  touched  his  shoulder. 

'He  is  coming  to  the  Grange,"  she  said 

nni^tr  J^^u^^'  *'^".^<^  *"  Stapleton,  then  spoke 
quickly  to  the  men  about  him  and  turned  to  Maud 
Barnngton. 

"  Ride  on  at  a  gallop  and  get  everything  ready. 
1 11  see  he  comes  to  no  harm,"  he  said. 

The  girl  felt  curiously  grateful  as  she  rode  out  with 
her  companion,  and  Dane,  who  laid  Witham  care- 

S*1  ^  «^^°"'  '^'■^'^  *^°  °*  the  other  men  aside 
when  It  rolled  away  towards  the  Grange. 
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"  There  is  something  to  be  looked  into.    Did  >yu 
notice  anything  unusual  about  the  affair  ?  "  he  said. 
"  Since  you  asked  me,  I  did,"  said  one  of  the  i 


!  men. 


'  I  however,  scarcely  cared  to  mention  it  until  1 
had  time  for  reflection,  but  while  I  fancy  the  regula- 
tion guards  would  have  checked  the  fire  on  the 
boundaries  without  our  help,  I  don't  quite  see  how 
one  started  in  the  hollow  inside  then:." 

"Exactly,"  said  Dane  very  dryly.  "Well,  we 
have  got  to  discover  it,  and  the  more  quickly  we  do 
it  the  better.  I  fancy,  however,  that  the  ^^uestion 
who  started  it  is  what  we  have  to  consider." 

The  men  looked  at  one  another,  and  the  third  of 
them  nodded. 

"  I  fancy  it  comes  to  that— though  it  is  horribly 
unpleasant  to  admit  it,"  he  said. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 
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werp  liahf  =  ;„  ti,    *•  ■  J       "^^*  '^'^  then,  but  there 

ing  was  horribly  suggestive  and  ,h!;  hJ^  *'^1!P" 
l.ttle  of  sickness^andgvousVounS  StmTh^ /'"J 
neart,  and  the  dizziness  that  came  upon  her     Thl^ 
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singed  head,  and  blackened  face  that  was  smeared 
with  a  ruddier  tint,  upon  the  shutter.      _^ 

"  Lo.ver  !  "  said  Colonel  B...:.iiKtcrt.  Lilt,  as  i 
told  vou,"  and  the  huddled  object  was  laid  upon  the 
bed.  ^  Then  there  was  silence  until  the  impassive 

'°"  WeThalf  not  want  you,  Maud.  „Danc.  you  and  1 

will  cet  these  burnt  things  off  liim.  ,■  „ 

The  Kirl  went  out,  and  while  she  stood,  .eelinR 

curiously  chilly  in  an  adjoming  room,  Barrmglon 

"^^"^t^erV  he. said  thoughtfuUv 
"  Most  of  his  people  were  lighter  in  the  frame.  Well, 
we  can  only  oil  the  burns,  and  get  a  cold  compress 
r^ut  his  head.  All  intact,  so  far  as  I  can  see,  and  I 
faS  he'd  pull  through  a  good  deal  more  than  has 
happened  to  him.  I  am  obliged  for  your  assistance, 
but  I  need  not  keep  you." 

The  men  withdrew,  and  when  a  rattle  of  wheels 
rose  from  the  prairie.  Maud  Barrington  waylaid  her 
uncle  in  the  hSl.  Her  fingers  were  trembling  and 
though  her  voice  was  steady,  the  man  ^^lanced  at  ner 
curiously  as  she  asked,  "  How  is  he  ? 

"One  can  scarcely  form  an  opinion  yet  he  said 
slowly  "  He  is  burned  here  and  there,  and  his  head 
is  Sy  cut,  but  it  is  the  concussiori  that  troubles  me^ 
A  frantic  horse  kicks  tolerr^bly  hard,  you  know,  but  I 
fhiu  be  able  to  tell  you  more  when  tKe  doctor  eom^^^^ 
to-morrow.  In  the  meanwhile  you  had  better  rest, 
*ho^gh  yo"  «:°"W  look  in  and  see  if  your  aunt  wants 
anvthine  in  an  hour  or  two."  .    ,       u,    ;„ 

Maud  Barrinston  passed  an  hour  m  horrible  im- 
patoce,  and  then  stole  quietly  into  the  sickroom^ 
The  windows  were  open  wide,  and  the  shaded  lainp 
bumld  unsteadily  as  the  cool  night  breeze  flowed  m. 
ItsXm  light  just  touched  the  man  who  lay  motion  ess 
wfth  ^bandage  round  his  head,  and  the  ^rawn  pallor 
of  his  face  once  more  sent  a  shiver  through  the  girl. 
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warning 


Then  Miss  Harrington  rose  and  lifted  a 

In  the  meanwhile  Maud  Harrington  sit  hv  ih. 

lear  came  uppermost  every  now  and  thpn     mu 
ton  diS*° 'tll^'"'  'Should  disturb  her,  Maud  Harrinl? 

from  the  room  where  the  sick  man  lav        ^ 
There  was  nothing  but  the  sighing'^of  the  grasses 
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outside  and  the  miirmur  of  the  birches  in  the  bluff, 
until  the  doleful  howl  of  a  coyote  stole  faintly  out  of 
the  night.  Again  the  beast  sent  its  cry  out  upon  the 
wind,  and  the  girl  trembled  as  she  listened.  The 
unearthly  wail  seemed  charged  with  augury,  and 
every  nerve  in  her  thrilled. 

Then  she  sank  down  into  her  chair  again,  and  sat 
still,  hoping,  listening,  fearing,  and  wondering  when 
the  day  would  come,  until  at  last  her  eyes  grew  heavy, 
and  it  was  with  a  start  slie  roused  herself  when  a 
rattle  of  wheels  came  up  out  of  the  prairie  in  the  early 
morning.  Then  a  spume-flecked  team  swept  up  to 
the  house,  a  door  swung  open,  there  was  a  murmur 
of  voices  and  a  sound  of  feet  that  moved  softly  in 
the  hall,  after  which,  for  what  seemed  an  intermin- 
able time,  silence  reigned  again.  At  last,  when  the 
stealthy  patter  of  feet  recommenced,  the  girt  slipped 
down  the  stairway  and  came  upon  Harrington.  Still, 
she  could  not  ask  the  question  that  was  trembling  on 
her  lips. 

"  Is  there  anything  I  can  do  ?     she  said. 

Harrington  shook  his  head.  "Not  now  1  The 
doctor  is  here,  and  does  not  seem  very  anxious  about 
him.  The  concussion  is  not  apparently  serious,  and 
his  other  injuries  will  not  trouble  him  much." 

Maud  Harrington  said  nothing  and  turned  away, 
sensible  of  a  great  relief,  while  her  aunt  entering  her 
room  an  hour  later  found  her  lying  fast  asleep,  but 
still  dressed  as  she  had  last  seen  her.  Then,  being  a 
discerning  woman,  she  went  out  softly  with  a  curious 
smile,  and  did  not  at  any  time  mention  what  she  had 

S66n. 

It  was  that  evening,  and  Harrington  had  departed 
suddenly  on  business  to  Winnipeg,  when  Dane  rode 
up  to  the  Grange.  He  asked  for  Miss  Harrington 
and  her  niece,  and  when  he  heard  that  his  comrade 
was  recovering  sensibility,  sat  down  looking  very 
grave. 
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known  to  three  men  oS^  J'^'^u^^'^l'^  *'""8'  """d  « 

mean — !"  "^^^         ''°"     surely  don't 

Dane  nodded     "  Vpc  "  t,«  .-:j 

afraid  I  do.    Now   if  vo,^  Jn    i   '^<=*?"t'y-  "I'm 

minute  or  two  "  '^      '*'"  ''     "  *°  "^e  for  a 

foUowed  his  discoveries  If.  t  ^^'i  *  ^^^^^^  '^  sh« 
her  aunt  she  slw  twM*P  ''^  **fP-  Glancing  at 
beJiefiS^tjfe'SS^^-l^^^^^^^        •'°-  as  wefi  .s 

"  v«  ..  •'•V^^'  ^""  'IS  snail  be  punished  '' 

his  dSosition^rsliveiS^r.  ■}'  ^"""^  ^^  *  '^'^  °^ 
in  regard  to  the  rest     V^r:''"*!'"  ''.^P'  ""certain 

sionaUy."  *    tnAe-precipitate-occa- 

Miss  Barrington  glanced  at  him  gratefuUy.    "  You 
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have  done  wisely,"  she  said.  "  Ethel  Ferris  has 
borne  enough,  and  she  has  never  been  the  same  since 
the  horrible  night  they  brought  Frank  home,  for  she 
knew  how  he  came  by  his  death,  though  the  coroner 
brought  it  in  misadventure.  I  also  fancy  my  brother 
would  be  implacable  in  a  case  like  this,  though  how 
far  I  am  warranted  in  keeping  the  facts  from  him  I 
do  not  know." 

Dane  nodded  gravely.  "  We  leave  that  to  you. 
Ytiu  will,  however,  remember  what  happened  once 
before.  We  cannot  go  through  what  we  did  then 
again." 

Miss  Barrington  recalled  the  formal  court-martial 
that  had  once  been  held  iu  the  hall  of  the  Grange, 
when  every  man  in  the  settlement  had  bem  sum- 
moned to  attend,  for  there  were  offences  in  regard  to 
which  her  brother  was  inflexible.  When  it  was  over 
and  the  disgraced  man  went  forth  an  outcast,  a  full 
account  of  the  proceedings  had  been  forwarded  to 
those  at  home  who  had  hoped  for  much  from  him. 

"  No,"  she  said.  "  For  the  sake  of  the  woman  who 
sent  him  here  we  must  stop  short  of  that." 

Then  Maud  Barrington  looked  at  them  both. 
"  There  is  one  person  you  do  not  seem  to  consider 
at  all,  and  that  is  the  man  who  lies  here  in  peril 
through  Ferris's  fault,"  she  said.  "  Is  there  nothing 
due  to  him  ?  "  . 

Dane  noticed  the  sternness  m  her  eyes,  and 
glanced  as  if  for  support  towards  Miss  Barrington. 
^  I  fancy  he  would  be  the  last  to  claim  it  if  he  knew 
what  we  do.  Still,  in  the  meanwhile,  I  leave  the 
affair  to  your  aunt  and  you.  We  would  like  to  have 
your  views  before  doing  anything  further." 

He  rose  as  he  spoke,  and  when  he  had  gone  out 
Maud  Barrington  sat  down  at  a  writing-table. 
"  Aunt,"  she  said  quietly,  "  I  will  ask  Ferris  to  come 
here  at  once." 

It  was  next  day  when  Ferris  came,  evidently  lU  at 
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tuL  V'*"*^^    ^®   8''*'«t«d    Miss    BarrinKton    with 
daborate  courtesy,  and  would  have  done  the  ^rme 

h.m  I  have  the  largest  stake  in  the  wE  of  Sif  "r 
ft  h.H  ^r^:  ^  '*"'?'  '^'^^  "'"^  to  onr  ears  which  if 

nnThP  ?*  V^'T^'T  ^'•^t  '^  "dually  mo  t  noticeable 
arrSance  ?hat'";^n.'''  T  '^•^t'"8"i«''ed  by  a  trace  o 
as  Stion        •'*  '"f«q"ently  served  him  as  well 

vuZU  I'  7°"'*^  "°'  inconvenience  Miss  Barrineton  it 
nTrilaSjoVnV^^^^-f/  ^^"^  ^^^  ^  c&i 

<A  trreSklS  sf.net^&hiroVnc? 

ro^^gTo^f  Srr^' "-  ^^^^  couidtSdthrd 

wmmg  to  confess  your  fault  and  ma«en^P''  she 

eve^' whiW^'n  f  'JT^^^y  '^  ^^  '^"^d  under  the 
eyes  wnicn  had  lost  their  ppntlpnecc      "  v  •iV 

prejudiced  agamst  me  is  not  eratifvinp  but  vn,,  IT/ 

nobody  could  take  any  steps^itffpS'iv^e  S 

Sat  of  th?'  f"f  ""y  "^^'^  ''  ^'t  l^ast  as  credibK 

M    A^^  'nterloper  who  told  it  you." 

Maud  Harrington  raised  her  head  suddenly,  and 
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looked  at  him  with  a  curious  Ught  in  her  eyes,  but 
the  elder  lady  rrade  a  Uttle  gesture  of  deprecation. 

"  Mr.  Courthome  has  told  us  nothing,"  she  said. 
"  Still,  three  gentlemen  whose  worth  is  known  at 
Silverdale  are  willing  to  certify  every  point  of  it.  If 
we  lay  the  affair  before  Colonel  Harrington,  you  will 
have  an  opportunity  of  standing  face  to  face  with 
them." 

The  lad's  assurance,  which,  so  far  and  no  further, 
did  duty  for  courage,  deserted  him.  He  was  evi- 
dently not  prepared  to  be  made  the  subject  of  another 
court-martial,  and  the  hand  he  laid  on  the  table  in 
front  of  him  trembled  a  little. 

"  Madam,"  he  said  hoarsely,  "  if  I  admit  every- 
thing what  will  you  do  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  said  Maud  Harrington  coldly.  "  On 
conditions  that  within  a  month  you  leave  Silverdale." 

Ferris  stared  at  her.  "You  ci.i't  mean  that. 
You  see,  I'm  fond  of  farming,  and  nobody  would  give 
me  what  the  place  cost  me.  I  couldn't  live  among 
the  outside  settler  fellows." 

The  girl  smiled  coldly.  "  I  mean  exactly  what  you 
heard,  and,  if  you  do  not  enlighten  them,  the  settlers 
would  probably  not  object  to  you.  Your  farm  will 
be  taken  over  at  what  you  gave  for  it." 

Ferris  stood  up.  "  I  am  going  to  make  a  last 
appeal.  Silverdale's  the  only  place  fit  for  a  gentle- 
man to  live  in  in  Canada,  and  I  want  to  stay  here. 
You  don't  know  what  it  would  cost  me  to  go  away, 
and  I'd  do  anything  for  reparation— send  a  big 
cheque  to  a  Winnipeg  hospital  and  starve  myself  to 
make  up  for  it  if  that  would  content  you.  Only, 
don't  send  me  away. 

His  tone  grew  almost  abject  as  he  proceeded,  and 
while  Miss  Harrington's  eyes  softened,  her  niece's 
heart  grew  harder  because  of  it,  as  she  remembered 
that  he  had  brought  a  strong  man  down. 

"  No,"  she  said  dryly.    "  That  would  punish  your 
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mother  and  sisters  from  whom  you  would  cajole  the 
money.  You  can  decide  between  leaving  SUverda^e 
and  having  the  story,  and  the  proof  of  it  out  intone 
hands  of  Colonel  Barrington."  ^ 

She  sat  near  an  open  window  regarding  him  with 

TvJRZT'}'^'''  *^"*  ^^°"^  upon'hemruck 
a  sparkle  from  her  hair  and  set  the  rounded  cheek 
and  neck  gleaming  like  ivory.  The  severity  of  her 
pose  became  her,  and  the  lad's  callow  S  t^hat  had 

STesSalLn  ^  T  ^""^'  ^™  *°  imS^rlgeln 
cheeks  and  hi  •  '^  "^"^  ^rey  patches  in  his 
Cheeks,  and  Ins  voice  was  strained  and  hoarse 

him  "he  said  "°"Try  °"j?.^  ''«'^^"««  I  struck  at 

s^^v  for  is  th;t  T  f  1%°""  aH"^  ^  '^^^  ^l^^y^  be 
sorry  lor  is  that  I  failed,  and  I  would  go  away  with 

pleasure  if  the  horse  had  trampled  the  life  out  of  Wm 

WeU   there  was  a  tune  when  you  could  have  niade 

^e1ZZr^.\''\''  ^"^°->  ^*  least,TrhauS 
see  the  blackleg  you  have  showered  your  favours  on 
tF  you  down  to  the  mire  he  came  from." 
Maud  Barrington's  face  had  grown  very  colourless 

ElSmm^e'f  "fl'^S^"'  '^^  ^""^  ^""  ^"'^  '^^ 

thl'  SSenI  ""'■  "  '°  y°"  "•^'^  *°  "^  '^"^  -t  '>y 

thJlLhi'f.V^"^]'^'^:.  ^."'^  *''^  '"'^eous  merriment  set 
the  white-haired  lady's  nerves  on  edge.     "  Oh   I  am 

r"lf  "?"!,■'>*'  ^°'  ""«'  l«t  "s  be  honest,  it  wS 
for  her  I  did  ,t,  and  if  it  had  been  any  other  man  I 
had  injured,  she  would  have  forgiven  me  " 

rnn^^"  "^i^^u^"  '''°"''=*^  ^^'■^^^U  he  swung  out  of  the 
room,  and  the  two  women  exchanged  gllnces  when 

w,«  S°''K'T'*T'"y  ^^^^  him.  ^  Mifs  Barrin^?oS 

paTerr„t:i'^  ^"^^^'  '^'  "^^  "^^'^  ^-  -s 

"Are  there  men  like  him  ?  "  she  said. 

Miss  Barrmgton  shook  off  her  anger  and,  rising 
a.d  a  gentle  hand  on  her  niece's  shfulder     "Very 
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"  Still,  it  would  be  better  if 
You  wodd  not  care  for  that 


few,  I  hope,"  she  said, 
we  sent  word  to  Dane, 
tale  to  spread  ?  " 

For  a  moment  the  girl's  cheek  flamed,  then  she 
rose  quietly  and  crossed  the  room. 

"  No,"  she  said ;  and  her  aunt  stood  still,  appar- 
ently lost  in  contemplation,  after  the  door  swung 
softly  to.  Then  she  sat  down  at  the  writing  table. 
There  was  very  Uttle  in  the  note,  but  an  hour  after 
Dane  received  it  that  night,  a  waggon  drew  up  out- 
side Ferris's  farm.  Two  men  went  quietly  in  and 
found  the  owner  of  the  homstead  sitting  with  a  sheaf 
of  papers  scattered  about  the  table  in  front  of  him. 

"  Come  back  to-morrow.  I  can't  be  worried  now," 
he  said.    "  Well,  why  the  devil  don't  you  go  ?  " 

Dane  laid  a  hand  on  his  shoulder.  "  We  are  wait- 
ing for  you.    You  are  coming  with  us  !  " 

Ferris  turned  and  stared  at  them.    "  Where  to  ?  " 

"  To  the  railroad,"  said  Dane  dryly.  "  After  that 
you  can  go  just  where  it  pleases  you.  Now,  there's 
no  use  whatever  making  a  fuss,  and  every  care  will 
be  taken  of  your  property  until  you  can  arrange  to 
dispose  of  it.    Hadn't  you  better  get  ready  ?  " 

The  grim  quietness  of  the  voice  was  sufficient,  and 
Ferris,  who  saw  that  force  would  be  used  if  it  was 
necessary,  decided  that  it  was  scarcely  likely  his 
hired  men  would  support  him. 

"  I  might  have  expected  it !  "  he  said.  "  Of 
course,  it  was  imprudent  to  speak  the  truth  to  our 
leader's  niece.    You  know  what  I  have  done." 

"  I  know  what  you  did  the  night  Courthome  nearly 
lost  his  Ufe,"  said.  Dane.  "  One  would  have  fancied 
that  would  have  contented  you." 

"Well,"  said  Ferris,  "if  you  like  to  hear  of  a 
more  serious  offence,  I'll  oblige  you." 

Dane's  finger  closed  on  his  arm.  "  If  you  attempt 
to  tell  me,  I'll  break  your  head  for  you." 

Next  moment  Ferris  was  lifted  from  his  chair,  and 
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she  reaped  S^clrsl^\iTit^^^^^^^^^^^ 

spoke.    The  fact  that  brought  thT  blood  Tn\''^ 

cheeks  would  no  longer  be  hidden  and  she  knew 

woman  might  be  proud  to  m  ™e  w"  h  ■  fnd  tl      uV" 
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reason  that  it  had  not  been  evil— he  had  shown  him- 
self the  equal  of  the  best  at  Silverdale,  and  she 
laughed  as  she  wondered  which  of  the  men  there  she 
could  set  in  the  balance  against  him.  Then  she 
shivered  a  little,  remembering  that  there  was  a  barrier 
whose  extent  he  alone  realised  between  them,  and 
wondered  vaguely  what  the  future  would  bring. 

It  was  a  week  or  two  before  Witham  was  on  his 
feet  again,  and  Maud  Barrington  was  one  of  the  first 
to  greet  him  when  he  walked  feebly  into  the  hall. 
She  had,  however,  decided  on  the  line  of  conduct 
that  would  be  most  fitting,  and  there  was  no  hint  of 
more  than  neighbourly  kindliness  in  her  tone.  They 
had  spoken  about  various  trifles  when  Witham 
turned  to  her. 

"  You  and  Miss  Barrington  have  taken  such  good 
care  of  me  that,  if  I  consulted  my  inclinations  I  would 
linger  in  convalescence  a  long  while,"  he  said. 
"  Still,  I  must  make  an  effort  to  get  away  to-morrow." 

"  We  cannot  take  the  responsibility  of  letting  you 
go  under  a  week  yet,"  said  Maud  Bamngton.^^  "  Have 
you  anything  especially  important  to  do  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Witham  ;  and  the  girl  understood  the 
grimness  of  his  face.    "  I  have." 

"  It  concerns  the  fire  ?  " 

Wicham  looked  at  her  curiously.  "  I  would  sooner 
you  did  not  ask  me  that  question.  Miss  Barrington." 

"  I  scarcely  fancy  it  is  necessary,"  said  the  girl, 
with  a  little  smile.  "  Still,  I  have  something  to  tell 
you,  and  a  favour  to  ask.  Ferris  has  left  Silverdale, 
and  you  must  never  make  any  attempt  to  discover 
what  caused  the  fire." 

"  You  know  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Maud  Barrington.  "Dane,  Mac- 
donald,  and  Hassal  know,  too  ;  but  you  will  not  ask 
them,  and  if  you  did  they  would  not  tell  you." 

"  I  can  refuse  you  nothing,"  said  Witham  with  a 
laugh,  though  his  voice  betrayed  him.    "  Still,  I  want 
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trrJ""'l'*i-    ^'"^  ""'"  Ferris's  farm  is  in  the 
sa  e  list,  and  then  take  it  with  the  growing  crop" 
I  could  not     There  are  reasoSs.'^fd  the  rirl 
Witham  gazed  at  her  steadily,  and  a  little  folour 

>i  W.tham  yielded  with  a  curious  little  smile  "Well  " 
You    hU/'  ^'"J'.*  '*  '^^P-     I  ^«k  no  queSs 
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WITH     THE      STREAM. 

It  was  Witham's  la.-.t  afternoon  at  the  Grange,  and 
almost  unpleasantly  hot,  while  the  man  whose  vigour 
had  not  as  yet  returned  to  him  was  content  to 
lounge  in  the  big  window-seat  listlessly  watching  his 
companion.  He  had  borne  the  strain  of  effort  long, 
and  the  time  of  his  convalescence  amidst  the  tran- 
quillity of  Silverdale  Grange  had,  with  the  gracious 
kindliness  of  Miss  Barrington  an  1  her  niece,  been  a 
revelation  to  him.  There  were  moments  when  it 
brought  him  bitterness  and  self-reproach,  but  these 
were  usually  brief,  and  he  made  the  most  of  what 
he  knew  might  never  be  his  again,  telling  himself 
that    it    would    at    least    be    something    to    look 

back  upon.  ,      .        ,         , 

Maud  Barrington  sat  close  by,  glancmg  through 
the  letters  a  mounted  man  had  brought  in,  and  the 
fact  that  his  presence  put  no  restraint  on  her  curiously 
pleased  the  man.  At  last,  however,  she  opened  a 
paper  and  passed  it  across  to  him. 

"  You  have  been  very  patient,  but  no  doubt  you 
will  find  something  that  will  atone  for  my  silence 
there,"  she  said.  ,       ^   ,  ... 

Witham  turned  over  the  journal,  and  then  smiled 
at  her.  "Is  there  anything  of  moment  in  your 
letters  ?  " 
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No,  said  tne  girl  with  a  little  laugh.  i 
scarcely  think  there  is— a  garden  party,  a  big  recep- 
tion, the  visit  of  a  higli  official,  and  a  description  of 
the  latest  hat.  StUl,  you  know,  that  is  supposed  to 
be  enough  for  us." 

"  Then  I  wonder  whether  you  wiU  find  this  more 
interesting.  '  The  bears  made  a  determined  rally 
yesterday,  and  wheat  moved  back  again.  There 
was  later  m  the  day  a  rush  to  seU,  and  prices  now 
stand  at  almost  two  cents  below  their  lowest  level.'  " 
.  Yes,  said  Maud  Barrington,  noticing  the  sudden 
intcntness  of  his  pallid  f=,ce.  "  I  do.  It  is  serious 
news  for  you  ?  " 

Til"  ^'^^J°I  yo"  •'    You  see  where  I  have  led  you. 

M   T^  ^  """^^  ^''^■''  for  Winnipeg  to-morrow." 

Maud  Barrington  s.niled  curiously  "  You  and  I 
and  a  handful  of  others  stand  alone,  but  I  told  you 
1  would  not  blame  you  whether  we  won  or  lost. 
Uo  you  know  that  I  am  grateful  for  the  glimpses  of 
the  reahties  of  life  that  you  have  given  me  ?  " 

Witham  felt  his  pulses  throb  faster,  for  the  girl's 
unabated  confidence  stirred  him,  but  he  looked  at  her 
gravely.  I  wonder  if  you  realise  what  you  have 
given  me  in  return  ?  Life  as  I  had  seen  it  was  very 
pim  and  bare— and  now  I  know  what,  with  a  iittle 
help,  It  is  possible  to  make  of  it." 

"With  a  little  help  ?  "  said  Maud  Barrington. 

Witham  nodded,  and  his  face,  which  had  grow 
almost  wistful,  hardened.  "  Those  who  strive  in  the 
pit  are  apt  to  grow  blind  to  the  best— the  sweetness 
and  order  and  all  the  little  graces  that  mean  so 
much.  Even  if  their  eyes  are  opened,  it  is  usually 
too  late.  You  see,  they  lose  touch  with  Jl  that  lies 
Deyond  the  struggle,  and  without  someone  to  lead 
them  they  cannot  get  back  to  it.  StiU,  if  I  talk  in 
this  fashion  you  will  laugh  at  me  ;  but  everyone  has 
his  weakness  now  and  then— and  no  doubt  I  shall 
make  up  for  it  at  Winnipeg  to-morrow.    One  can- 
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not  afford  to  be  fanciful  when  wheat  is  two  cents 
down." 

Maud  Harrington  was  not  astonished,  Tireless  m 
his  activities  and,  more  curious  still,  almost  ascetic 
in  his  mode  of  life,  the  man  had  already  given  her 
glimpses  of  his  inner  self  and  the  vague  longings  that 
came  upon  him.  He  never  asked  her  pity,  but  she 
found  something  pathetic  in  his  attitude,  for  it 
seemed  he  knew  that  the  stress  and  the  tun.ioil 
alone  could  be  his.  Why  this  was  so,  she  did  not 
know,  but  it  was  with  a  confidence  that  could  not  be 
shaken  now  she  felt  it  was  through  no  fault  of  his. 
His  last  words,  however,  showed  her  that  the  ma^k 
was  on  again. 

"  I  scarcely  fancy  you  are  well  enough,  but  if  you 
must  go,  I  wonder  whether  you  would  do  a  good 
turn  to  Alfreton  ?  "  she  said.  "  The  lad  has  b^en 
speculating— and  he  seems  anxious  lately." 

"  It  is  natural  that  they  should  all  bring  their 


'  I,  however,  generally 


troubles  to  you." 

Maud  Bariington  laughed, 
pass  them  on  to  you."  . 

A  trace  of  colour  crept  into  the  man  s  face,  and  liis 
voice  was  a  trifle  hoarse  as  he  said,  "  Do  you  know 
that  I  would  ask  nothing  better  than  to  take  every 
care  you  had  and  bear  it  for  you  ?  " 

"  Still,"  said  the  girt  with  a  little  smile,  '  that  is 
very  evidently  out  of  the  question." 

Witham  rose,  and  she  saw  that  one  hand  was 
closed  as  he  looked  down  upon  her.  Then  he  turned 
and  stared  out  at  the  prairie,  but  there  was  something 
very  significant  in  the  rigidity  of  his  attitude,  and  his 
face  seemed  to  have  grown  suddenly  careworn  when 
he  glanced  back  at  her. 

'*^0f  course,"  he  said  quietly.  "  You  see,  I  have 
been  ill,  and  a  little  off  my  balance  lately.  That 
accounts  for  erratic  speeches,  though  I  meant  it  aU. 
Colonel  Barrington  i.^  still  in  Winnipeg  ?  " 
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Yes,  said  the  girl,  who  was  not  convinced  by  the 
explanation,  very  auietly.  "  I  am  a  httle  anxious 
about  liim,  too.  He  sold  wheat  forward,  and  I 
gather  from  his  last  letter  has  not  bought  it  yet. 
Now,  as  Alfreton  is  driving  in  to-morrow,  he  could 
take  you. 

Witham  was  grateful  to  her,  and  still  more  to  Miss 
Uarrmgton,  who  came  in  just  tiien  ;  while  he  did  not 
see  the  girl  again  before  he  departed  with  Alfreton  on 
the  morrow.  When  they  had  left  Silverdale  a  league 
behind,  the  trail  dipped  steeply  amidst  straggling 
birches  to  a  bridge  which  .spanned  the  creek  in  a 
hoUow,  and  Witham  glanced  at  the  winding  ascent 
thoughtfully. 

"  It  has  struck  me  that  going  round  bv  this  place 
puts  another  si.\  miles  on  to  your  journey  to  the  rail- 
road, and  a  double  team  could  not  pull  a  big  load  up  " 
he  said.  '^ 

The  lud  nodded.  "The  creek  is  a  condemned 
nuisance.  We  have  either  to  load  light  when  we  are 
hauLng  grain  in  and  then  pitch  half  the  bags  off  at 
the  bottom  and  come  back  for  them— while,  you 
know,  one  man  can't  put  up  many  four-bushel  bags— 
or  keep  a  man  and  horses  at  the  ravine  until  we're 
through." 

Witham  laughed.  "  Now,  I  wonder  whether  you 
ever  figured  how  much  those  httle  things  put  up  the 
price  of  your  wheat." 

"  This  is  the  only  practicable  way  down,"  said  the 
lad.  "  You  can  scarcely  climb  up  one  side  where  the 
ravme's  narrow  abreast  of  Silverdale." 
..  "  1?"^^  '■°"nd.  I  want  to  see  it,"  said  Witham. 
Call  at  Rushforth's  for  a  spool  of  binder  twine." 
Half-an-hour  later  Alfreton  pulled  the  waggon  up 
amidst  the  birches  on  the  edge  of  the  ravine,  which 
just  there  sloped  steep  as  n  railway  cutting,  and  not 
very  much  broader,  to  •'  k.    Witham  gazed  at 

It,  and  then  handed  the     -r-v  to  the  hired  man. 
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"  Take  that  with  you,  Charley,  and  get  down,  he 
laid.  "  If  you  strip  your  boots  off  you  can  wade 
through  the  creek.' 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  want  to, "  said  the  man. 

"  Well,"  said  Witham,  "  it  would  please  me  if  you 
did,  as  well  as  cool  your  feet.  Then  you  could 
climb  up  ar  d  hold  that  twine  down  on  the  other  side. 

The  man  grinned ;  and,  though  Alfreton  remem- 
bered tliat  he  was  not  usually  so  tractable  with  him, 
proceeded  to  do  Witlmm's  bidding.  When  he  came 
back  there  was  a  twinkle  of  comprehension  in  his 
eyes ;  and  Witham,  who  cut  off  the  length  of  twine, 
smiled  at  Alfreton.  ,     .      „ 

"  It  is,"  he  said  dryly,  "  only  a  little  idea  of  mine. 

They  drove  on,  and,  reaching  Winripeg  next  day, 
went  straight  to  Graham  the  wheat-broker's  or^es. 
He  kept  them  waiting  some  time,  and  in  the  meanwhile 
men  with  intent  faces  passed  hastily  in  and  out 
through  the  outer  office.  Some  of  them  had  tele- 
grams or  bundles  of  papers  in  their  hands,  and  the 
eyes  of  all  were  eager.  The  corridor  rang  with  foot- 
steps, the  murmur  of  voices  seemed  to  vibrate 
through  the  great  building;  while  it  seemed  to 
Alfreton  there  was  a  suggestion  of  strain  and  expec- 
tancy in  all  he  heard  and  saw.  Witham,  however, 
sat  gravely  still,  though  the  lad  noticed  that  his 
eyes  were  keener  than  usual,  for  the  muffled  roar  of 
the  city,  patter  of  messengers'  feet,  ceaseless  tinkle 
of  telephone  call  bells,  and  whirr  of  the  elevators, 
each  packed  with  human  freight,  all  stirred  hini. 
Hitherto,  he  had  grappled  with  nature,  but  now  he 
was  to  test  his  judgment  against  the  keenest  wits 
of  the  cities,  and  stand  or  fall  by  it,  in  the  struggle 
that  was  to  be  waged  over  the  older  nations'  food. 

At  last,  however,  n  clerk  signed  to  them  from  a 
doorway,  and  they  lound  Graham  sitting  before  a 
littered  table.  A  man  sat  opposite  him  with  the 
telephone  receiver  in  his  hand. 
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nZ^^  *°  '"*P  y°"'  ''"^  ''ve  'x'th  hands  fuU  just 

•' Vec  ".  •'^"'  Z°''^!'T  ^*''"8°'  Thomson  ?  " 
mnJ;!'     ?"^  the  clerk.     "Bears  lost   hold  this 
morning.    General  buying  !  " 

ina^n  cam.^1n"'"r°°''  'T""^  "Pen.  and  a  breathless 
man  tame  m.  (,uess  I  scared  that  clerk  of  vours 
who  wanted  to  turn  mo  off,"  he  said.  "  Heard  what 
Chicago's  doing  ?  Well,  youVe  got  to  bu^ Irme 
skTand  kV'dT?'°  ^"^  ''"  "ght  up^into  Z 

asktehar  ^"  '""■'  ""*  """•  '°-™°'---  ?  " 
Tlie  man  shook  his  head.    "  No,  sir.    When  I've 
b«en  filing  aU  along  the  line  :    Send  off  r^t  "way 

h^n'if^l^/^^^ ^°  ^^^  ^^^^^-  <"^^  as  the  telephone 

SeS     '"   l^'T^'iS'"  '"  "J^^^Se.    The  bCker 

opened  it.         New  York  lost  advance  and  recovererf 

It  twice  m  the  first  hour.'  "  he  read.    "  '  At  prS 

???L*  °/.f^°.h"«'--  Steady  buvin^  in  Liver^^f'  " 

ready."  ''^  "**  contract;,  as  soon  as  tley're 

"•n,!.rr^!K*i?"*:,^"'*  ^'■^*'"  *"™«d  to  Witham 

■'S*^u'Sy"fiu^";?^^°*^•'^™''»**''^«•'•J>^-^^^^ 

ma^J  wouTd  do5' ""•    "  '  ^^"*  *°  """^  "'^'*  ^  ^« 

hn'l'i<}!fV/'^u  ^«ham,  "I  can't  tell  you.  The 
buUs  rushed  wheat  up  as  I  wired  you,  but  the  other 
Wks  got  their  claws  in  and  wor/ed  t  down  aS' 
Wheat's  anywhere  and  nowhere  all  the  time  anfl  V,' 

Witham  nodded.     "  It's  the  last  of  the  grapple. 
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and  the  bears  aren't  quite  beaten  yet,  but  any 
time  the  next  week  or  two  the  decisive  tum  will 
come.  Then,  if  they  haven't  got  out,  there'll  be 
very  little  left  of  them." 

'"^  You  seem  tolerably  sure  of  the  thing.  Got  plenty 
of  confidence  in  the  bulls  ?  " 

Witham  smiled.  "  I  fancy  I  know  how  Vvestern 
wheat  was  sown  this  year  better  than  any  statistician 
of  the  ring,  and  it's  not  the  bulls  I'm  counting  on  but 
those  millions  of  liungry  folks  in  the  old  country. 
It's  not  New  York  or  Chicago,  but  Liverpool  the 
spark  is  coming  from." 

"  Well,"  said  Graham,  "  that's  my  notion,  too,  but 
I've  no  time  for  anybody  who  hasn't  grist  for  me  just 
now.  Still,  I'd  be  glad  to  come  round  and  take  you 
home  to  supper  if  you  haven't  the  prejudice,  which  is 
not  unknown  at  Silverdale,  against  eating  with  a  man 
who  makes  his  dollars  on  the  market  and  didn't  get 
them  given  him." 

Witham  laughed,  and  held  up  a  lean  brown  hand. 
"  All  I  ever  had  until  less  than  a  year  ago  I  earned 
with  that.    I'll  be  ready  for  you." 

He  went  out  with  Alfreton,  and  noticed  that  the 

lad  ate  little  at  lunch.    When  the  meal  was  over  he 

glanced  at  him  with  a  smile  through  the  cigar  smoke. 

"  I  think  it  would  do  you  good  to  take  me  into 

your  confidence,"  he  said. 

"  Well,"  said  Alfreton,  "  it  would  be  a  relief  to  talk, 
and  I  feel  I  could  trust  you.  Still,  it's  only  fair  to 
tell  you  I  didn't  at  the  beginning.  I  was  an 
opinionated  ass,  you  see." 

Witham  laughed.  "  I  don't  mind  in  the  least,  and 
we  have  most  of  us  felt  that  way." 

"  Well,"  said  the  lad,"  I  was  a  little  short  of  funds, 
and  proud  of  myself,  and  when  everybody  seemed 
certain  that  wheat  was  going  down  for  ever,  I  thought 
I  saw  my  chance  of  making  a  httle.  Now  I've  more 
wheat  than  I  care  to  think  of  to  deliver,  the  market's 
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against  me  If  it  stiffens  any  further  it  will  break 
me  ;  and  that's  not  all.  you  sie.  Things  have  eone 
o  erably  badly  with  the  folks  at  homefand  Key 
^took  a  good  deal  of  what  should  have  been  theS 
portion  to  start  me  at  Silverdale  "  ^ 

Then,"  said  Witham,  "  it's  no  use  trying  to  show 
you  how  foolish  you've  been.     That  is  the  usH 

wnnf=  f!^t  '''  '""'Z  •  ''"'  ^hat  the  man  in  the  ho'e 
wants  to  know  IS  the  means  of  getting  out  again  " 

lr^^I!'°V^'^'^  """'^""y-  ^^^'^  tolerabfy^rr  in 
I  could  just  cover  at  to-day's  prices  if  I  pledged  mv 
crop   but  It  would  leave  me  nothing  to  go  on  wiTh^ 

"  W.I1""''*  :i'\\f"u"'  ^°"1'*  swamp  the  farm'^  ' 
Well,  said  Witham  quietly,  "  don't  buy  to-dav 
There's  going  to  be  an  advance  that  will  take  folks- 
breath  away,  but  the  time's  not  quite  ripe  yet  You'll 
see  prices  knocked  back  a  little  the  next  d^ay  or  two 
bushel""  ^°"  '''"  '°^''"  y""-"  '^^''  to^the  list 
hoarfe'lv  """"V^n""  ^"■:!  ?  " ,  «^ked  the  lad  a  trifle 
rufn  to  me.''         '^''  '*  ^°"  '"  mistaken,  it  will  mean 

wr^'i''?m  '^'1  *"'*  •'^"'^  °"  "^'S  shoulder.     "  If  J  am 
W'jng' .1  U  make  your  losses  good." 
Nothing   more   was   said   on    that   subject     but 

UD   an°d   H^^"  ^r  ^"'^'""^  """^^  """^e  asXy  wen 
up   and  down   the   city.     Everybody  was  talking 
wheat,  which  was  not  astonishing,  for  thit  city  an! 
he  two  great  provinces  to  the  west  of  it  lived  by  the 
rade  in  gram  ;  and  before  the  afternoon  had  passed 
they  earned  that  there  had  been  a  persistent  advance 
The  lads  uneasiness  showed  itself,  but  when  thev 
smlled'at  him''  '°*''  "*'°"*  *'^^  ^"PP^^  horWitS 
"  You're  feeling  sick  ?  "  he  said.     "  Still,  I  don't 
fancy  you  need  worry."  ' 

Then  Graham  appeared  and  claimed  him   and  it 
was  next  morning  when  he  saw  AlfrTton  agTdn     He 
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was  breakfasting  with  Colonel  Barrington  and  Dane, 
and  Witham  noticed  that  the  older  man  did  not 
appear  to  have  much  appetite.  When  the  meal  was 
finished  he  drew  him  aside. 

"  You  have  covered  your  sales,  sir  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  No,  sir,"  said  Barrington.    "  I  have  not." 

"  Then  I  wonder  if  it  would  be  presumption  if  I 
asked  you  a  question  ?  " 

Barrington  looked  at  him  steadily.  "  To  be  frank, 
I  fancy  it  'sould  be  better  if  you  did  not.  I  have,  of 
course,  only  my  own  folly  to  blame  for  beheving  I 
could  equal  your  natural  aptitude  for  this  risky 
amusement  which  I  had,  and  still  have,  objections  to. 
I  was,  however,  in  need  of  money,  and  seeing  your 
success,  yielded  to  the  temptation.  I  am  not  laying 
any  of  the  responsibility  on  you,  but  am  not  in- 
clined to  listen  to  more  of  your  suggestions." 

Witham  met  his  gaze  without  embarrassment.  "  I 
am  sorry  you  have  been  unfortunate,  sir." 

Just  then  Dane  joined  them.  "  I  sat  up  late  last 
night  in  the  hope  of  seeing  you,"  he  said.  "  Now,  I 
don't  know  what  to  make  of  the  market,  but  there 
were  one  or  two  fellows  who  would  have  bought  my 
estimated  crop  from  me  at  a  figure  which  would  have 
about  covered  working  expenses.  Some  of  the  others 
who  did  not  know  yoii  were  coming  in,  put  their 
affairs  in  my  hands,  too." 

"  Sell  nothing,"  said  Witham  quietly. 

It  was  an  hour  later  when  a  messenger  from 
Graham  found  them  in  the  smoking-room.and  Colonel 
Barrington  smiled  dryly  as  he  tore  up  the  envelope 
handed  him. 

"  '  Market  opened  with  sellers  prevailing.  Chicago 
flat ! '  "  he  read. 

Dane  glanced  at  Witham  somewhat  ruefully,  but 
the  latter's  eyes  were  fixed  on  Colonel  Barrington. 

"  If  I  had  anything  to  cover  I  should  still  wait," 
be  said 
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^  J,Tl.at,"  said  Dane.  "  is  not  exactly  good  news  to 
S'iaT  13  T--"  '^'^  W'tham  gravely. 

whS'irdoS^^rmne^'"/  '°".r '^  '*• 

restrain      WifK-     i  /^  difficulties,  was  hard  to 

In  seUers'  favour  !  "  said  the  broker     "  P„„ 

Jr   Ke?  Xt;;il^Tf  ^^^^^^^^     ~y 
citv     w«ii       Ml   •  '"^  °"*  ^''^at  is  heard  of  in  this 

Liverptlf  leC'hof^'V'ff  't""-   -"^"^  '^'s 
eights  more  tl      entar'     ^  ^^    ^""'^^  ^  *^°- 

heTa^  i^Ch  "  ^r-  hVSt  ntSeTof  :s'" 
from  LiverpSo^%'f^Th"^^to\"  >  f."^'"^  °^^"- 

side  until  you've  p„t  Sis  dtaT SrougrC  aham  >"'■ 

them""- ruTel  "^^T  '^'°^^  Grahfrli  came  ^ut  to 
tr,„       J  ^  "'"  y°"  have  your  contracts  Mr  A1fr» 

ime^he'S'id'^'J.rh^^  ^^^l^^*  justt^ed^'thfrn^^' 
me,    nesaid.       They  re  up  a  penny  on  the  cental 
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ill  Liverpool  now,  and  nobody  will  sell,  while  here  in 
Winnipeg  they're  falling  over  each  other  to  buy. 
Never  had  such  a  circus  since  the  trade  began." 

Alfreton,  who  seemed  to  quiver,  turned  to  his  com- 
panion, and  then  forgot  what  he  had  to  tell  him. 
Witham  had  straightened  himself  and  his  eyes  were 
shining,  while  the  lad  was  puzzled  by  his  face.  Still, 
save  for  the  little  tremor  in  it,  his  voice  was  very  quiet. 

"  It  has  come  at  last,"  he  said.  "  Two  farms 
would  not  have  covered  your  losses,  Alfreton,  if  you 
had  waited  until  to-morrow.  Have  supper  with  us, 
Graham — if  you  like  ii,  lakes  of  champagne." 

"  I  want  my  head,  but  I'll  come,"  said  Graham, 
with  a  curious  smile.  "  I  don't  know  that  it  wouldn't 
pay  me  to  hire  yours  just  now." 

Then  Witham  turned  suddenly,  and  running  down 
the  stairway  shook  the  man  awaiting  him  by  the  arm. 

"The  flood's  with  us  now,"  he  said.  "Find 
Colonel  Barrington,  and  make  him  cover  everything 
before  he's  ruined.  Dane,  you  and  I,  and  a  few 
others,  will  see  the  dollars  rolling  into  Silverdale." 

Oane  found  Barrington,  who  listened  with  a  grim 
smile  to  what  he  had  to  tell  him. 

"  The  words  are  yours,  Dane,  but  that  is  all,"  he 
said.  "  Wheat  will  go  down  again,  and  I  do  not 
know  that  I  am  grateful  to  Courthorne." 

Dane  dare  urge  nothing  further,  and  spent  the  rest 
of  that  day  wandering  up  and  down  the  city,  in  a 
state  of  blissful  content,  with  Alfreton  and  Witham, 
One  of  them  had  turned  his  losses  into  a  small  profit, 
and  the  other  two,  who  had,  hoping  almost  against 
hope,  sown  when  others  had  feared  to  plough,  saw 
that  the  harvest  would  repay  them  beyond  their 
wildest  expectations.  They  heard  nothing  but  pre- 
dictions of  higher  prices  everywhere,  and  the  busy 
city  seemed  to  thr'  b  with  exultation.  The  turn  had 
come,  and  there  was  hope  for  the  vast  wheat  lands 
it  throve  upon 
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his  comrade's  ^  champagne  and  touched 

ou:^LrstSe1are!^^^L^r'?.^^^^^^^ 

th.s  great  night  pass  withou  Sting  you'as  he  ma'n 
rnd\trur^pre^."^- ^-^•''--. -^^^^^^^^^ 

glasses  were  empty  shook  hands  wit^h  the  thTee     '^' 
win  ^  ^''l^"*  "P  ^  S°°<^  fight,  and  I  think  we  shall 
r  H  "k^"*'  u^'^^  y°"  ^'"  understand  me  better  bv 
a^nd-bye,  what  you  have  offered  me  almost  hurts'" t 

bacSaid^DanT  ''"'"  "  ^°'^^^-     ^^  ''""'^  ^^ke  it 

Witham  smiled,  though  there  was  t  wkff,,!^^,.    • 
JS^L^er^^  '"^^  ^^-  be^^lderenTKrcr 

SwH^^t'"'*  «P«<^"latiln,  and  it  was  only  because  T 
saw  dollars  were  badly  needed  at  Silverdale  anH  thf 
one  means  of  gctting'them,  I  male  my  deal     StiS 
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else  we  want.  I'll  buUd  the  bridge  myself,  but  it 
will  cheapen  the  wheat-haviling  to  everybody,  and  you 
might  hke  to  help  me." 

Dane  glanced  at  the  drawing  laid  before  him,  but 
Alfreton  spoke  first.  "  One  hundred  doUars.  I'm 
only  a  small  man,  but  I  wish  it  was  five,"  he  said. 

I'll  make  it  that  much,  and  see  the  others  do 
their  share,"  said  Dane,  and  then  glanced  at  the 
broker  with  a  curious  smile. 

"  How  does  he  do  it — this  and  other  things  ?  He 
was  never  a  business  man  !  " 

Graham  nodded.  "  He  can't  help  it.  It  was  bom 
in  him.  You  and  I  can  figure  and  plan,  but  Cour- 
thome  is  different — the  right  thing  comes  to  him.  I 
knew,  the  first  night  I  saw  him,  you  had  got  the  man 
you  wanted  at  Silverdale." 

Then  Witham  stood  up,  wineglass  in  hand.  "  I  am 
obliged  to  you,  but  I  fancy  this  has  gone  far  enough," 
he  said.  "  There  is  one  man  who  has  done  more  for 
you  than  I  could  ever  do.  Prosperity  is  a  good  thing, 
but  you  at  least  know  what  he  has  aimed  at  stands 
high  above  that.  May  you  have  the  Head  of  the 
Silverdale  community  long  with  you  ! ' 
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the  work  l?fn™^''''^'A^°™^ 't  neceWaS^to^^^^ 

use  to  iiim,  but  he  was  in  a  measure  prompted  by 
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instincts  bom  in  him  ;  for  he  was  one  of  the  English- 
men who,  with  a  dim  recognition  of  the  primeval 
charge  to  subdue  the  earth  and  render  it  fruitful, 
gravitate  to  the  newer  lands,  and  usually  leave  their 
mark  upon  them.  He  had  also  a  half-defined  notion 
that  it  would  be  something  he  could  leave  behind  in 
reparation,  that  the  men  of  Silverdale  might  remem- 
ber the  stranger  who  had  imposed  on  them  more 
leniently,  while  in  the  strain  of  the  mental  struggle 
strenuous  occupation  was  a  necessity  to  him 

A  bundle  of  papers  it  was  now  too  dim  to  see  lay 
beside  him,  clammy  with  the  dew,  and  he  sat  bare- 
headed, a  pipe,  which  had  gone  out  in  his  hand, 
staring  across  the  prairie  with  an  ironical  smile  in  his 
eyes.  He  had  planned  boldly  and  striven  tirelessly, 
and  now  the  fee  he  could  not  take  would  surely  be 
tendered  him.  Wheat  was  growing  dearer  every 
day,  and  such  crops  as  he  had  sown  had  not  been  seen 
at  Silverdale.  Still,  the  man,  who  had  had  few  com- 
punctions before  he  met  Maud  Barrington,  knew  now 
that  in  a  little  while  he  must  leave  all  he  had  pain- 
fully achieved  behind.  What  he  would  do  then  he 
did  not  know,  for  only  one  fact  sjemed  certain — in 
another  four  months,  or  less,  he  would  have  turned 
his  back  on  Silverdale. 

Presently,  however,  the  sound  of  horse-hoofs 
caught  his  ears,  and  he  stood  up  when  a  mounted 
figure  rose  out  of  the  prairie.  The  moon  had  just 
swung  up,  round  and  coppery,  from  behind  a  rise, 
and  when  horse  and  rider  cut  black  and  sharp  against 
it  his  pulses  throbbed  faster  and  a  little  flush  crept 
into  his  face,  for  he  knew  every  line  of  the  figure  in 
the  saddle.  Some  minutes  had  passed  when  Maud 
Barrington  rode  slowly  to  the  head  of  the  bridge, 
and  pulled  up  her  horse  at  the  sight  of  him. 

The  moon,  turning  silver  now,  shone  behind  her 
head,  and  a  tress  of  hair  sparkled  beneath  her  wide 
hat,  while  the  man  had  a  glimpse  of  the  gleaming 
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whiteness  of  rounded  cheek  and  neck.  Her  face  he 
could  not  see,  but  shapely  shoulders,  curve  of  waist 
and  sweeping  Ime  of  the  light  habit' were  forced  up 
as  in  a  daguerreotype,  and  as  the  girl  sat  stiU  looking 
^l3.°h  ^r-^^l^nder,  lissom,  cfunty,  ethe  Sd 
h  m  n  vPT  *''*'  brightening  radiance,  she  seemed  to 
nZf  ""?  ""^'■y  complement  of  the  harmonies  of  the 
night.  It  also  appeared  wiser  to  think  of  her  as  such 
than  a  bomg  of  Hesh  and  blood  whom  he  had  Sv 
ventured  to  long  for,  and  he  almost  regretted  when 
her  first  words  dispelled  the  illusion. 

•  It  IS  dreadfully  late,"  she  said.     "  Pluto  went 

veiy  lame  soon  after  I  left  Macdonald's,  and  I  knew 

f  I  went  back  for  another  horse  he  would  hav* 

insisted  on  riding  home  with  me.    I  had  slippld 

?he'irdge  ?  "'  ""'  '"  ''''  granary.    One  can  cTss 

"  Not  mounted,"  said  Witham.    "  There  are  onlv 
a  fevy  planks  between  the  stringers  here  and  the^e 

across  "°"  "'*"''  ^'*""«'  '•^""  ^'^'^  your  horS 

He  smiled  a  little,  for  the  words  seemed  trivial  and 

out  of  place  m  face  of  the  effect  the  gid's  appearance 
"  m"  ■?'.?'  ^"t  ^he  glanced  at  him  |uestionSy 
No!      she  said.     "Now,   I   would  have  eone 

round  by  the  old  bridge,  only  ihat  AUardyce  toll^e 

you  let  him  ride  across  this  afternoon." 

A    y^ul\J^'^^  *-^^  ^^"  Stopped  a  moment,  "  it  was 
daylight  then,  you  see."  ^ 

.  Maud  Barrington  laughed  a  little,  for  his  face  was 

""lLra1f''"TH'"*°°'r*'l"^°""^^-fhisanswe" 
is  that  all  f    It  IS  moonlight  now  " 

"No,"  said  Witham  dryly,  "but  one  is  apt  to 
W11  vnf."i  rP\"f' on  too  complete  occasionally" 
Will  you  let  me  help  you  down  '  "  ■' 

Maud  Barrington  held  out  her  hands,  and  when  he 
swung  her  down  watched  him  tramp  away  with  the 
horse  with  a  curious  smile.    A  li^ht  compZen? 
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seldom  afforded  her  much  pleasure,  but  the  man's 
grim  reserve  had  now  and  then  piqued  more  than  her 
curiosity,  though  she  was  sensible  that  the  efforts 
she  occasionally  made  to  uncover  what  lay  behind  it 
were  not  without  their  risk.  Then  he  came  back, 
and  turned  to  her  very  gravely. 
"  Let  me  have  your  hand,"  he  said. 
Maud  Barrington  gave  it  him,  and  honed  the 
curious  httle  thrill  tliat  ran  through  her  when  his  hard 
fingers  closed  upon  her  palm  did  not  communicate 
Itself  to  him.  She  also  noticed  that  he  moved  his 
head  sharply  a  moment,  and  then  looked  straight  in 
front  again.  Then  the  birches  secnyjji  to  fall  away 
beneath  them,  and  they  moved  out  across  the  dim 
gully  with  the  loosely-laid  planking  rattling  under 
their  feet,  until  they  came  to  a  strip  scarcely  three 
feet  wide  which  spanned  a  gulf  of  blackness  in  the 
shadow  of  the  trees. 

"  Hold  fast !  "  said  Witham  with  a  trace  of  hoarse- 
ness.   "  You  are  sure  you  feel  quite  steady  ?  " 

"  Of  course  !  "  said  the  girl  with  a  little  laugh, 
though  she  recognised  the  anxiety  in  his  voice,  and 
felt  his  hand  close  almost  cruelly  on  her  own.  She 
was  by  no  means  timorous,  and  still  less  fanciful,  but 
when  they  moved  out  into  the  blackness  that  closed 
about  them  above  and  beneath  along  the  slender 
strip  of  swaying  timber  she  was  glad  of  the  masterful 
grip.  It  seemed  in  some  strange  fashion  portentous, 
for  she  felt  that  she  would  once  more  be  willing  to 
brave  unseen  perils,  secure  only  in  his  guidance. 
What  he  felt  she  did  not  know,  and  was  sensible  of 
an  almost  overwhelming  curiosity,  until  when  at  last 
well-stiffened  timber  lay  beneath  them,  she  contrived 
to  drop  a  glove  just  where  the  moonlight  smote  the 
bndge.  Witham  stooped,  and  his  face  was  clear  in 
the  silvery  Ught  when  he  rose  again.  Maud  Barring- 
ton  saw  the  relief  in  it,  and,  compelled  by  some 
influence,  stood  still  looking  at  him  with  a  bttle  glow 
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the  man  dare  not  ad^Tt    ann"'    '"*'""'•   ''"' 
himself.  "  "•  ""''  *»»  master  of 

ac^oi'"'"  '''  '^''^'  """'y  ^'•"PJy.  "  I  am  glad  you  are 

t:i  tl^lt^'Jl  'i^^^'\:     "  I  scarcelv  fancy  the 
le  about  tlip  hriri~«  >> 


risk  was  ve  y  7rca     bu t  t^li       ^  l'^''^"'^  ^«"'=y  "' 
.les,    said  Witliam.  "  n  a  ♦»„♦      r .  , 


I  must  have  it 


^''^  Yes"  ^-,w  w^r  "'''!1«  "'^''''ie  i 
.  ,»«s.    said  Witham,  "  n  a  tent 
finished  before  harvest,  'you  seeT"  

decitf '  thaTte  )nd  ^'^„/^  "^^  "^-^^^^^^y.  but 

sufficiently  far  will    Jartnn  I'"  °'"-''i'°"^  ^^"'"^^^ 
bridge.  ^""  "'^* 'OPX^' moved  on  across  the 

'drips,'  ^nd  rYi^cirJork^ whiTI-""!"'"'^  ^'t'^  «^ 
this  country  a^d  Wred~mvf<".if  "f*  ""^^  °"'  '" 
monthly,  to  anXr  man  Tf'  '^°'/"'  '^"""^ 
little  tir^ed  of  occasfonX  but  after  b^.'^""'  ^''?  •=* 
twelve  hours  everv  dnv  nn.  !   breaking  prairie 

and  when  I  Ifterwards  turn^n", '^^  ''™°'*  ^ythi"g. 
rare|y  good  en^h  to  SdVr^-"^'^"  ^'^ 

divided  betw^rwonder  ^n  '  ^"?  °"^e  more  felt 
picture  the  ^'mTe?f  deni"?  'If^l^^l  .^^'  '^"^^ 
stubborn  patSnce  in  thi™'   f  ^'^  '^^"  *h« 

that  was  not  born  bvan^"^''  ^'  ^^^  ^'  ^  '^^"^P 
Some  of  the  crofter  sett^Ll""  "'^"  ^*  Silverdale 
near  starv^tion^n  their  Shovi?°  P^^^^^Uy  came 
-"tario  Who  stakVd'KttlLSuVo^^dTu"aiZ 
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the  first  whrat  rrop  to  br  wrested  fmni  tlir  pi.iiric, 
bore  it,  liowpver.  From  what  Miss  Harrington  had 
told  her,  it  was  rlear  that  Courthorne's  first  year  in 
Canada  roiild  not  liave  been  spent  in  this  fashion, 
but  there  was  no  doubt  in  the  girl's  mind  as  she 
listened.  Her  fnith  was  t.iual  to  a  more  strenuous 
test. 

"  There  is  a  differciK-e  in  the  present,  but  who 
taught  you  bi  idge-building  ?  It  takes  years  to  learn 
the  use  of  the  axe,"  she  said. 

Witham  laughed.  "  I  think  it  took  me  four,  but 
the  man  who  has  not  a  dollar  to  spare  usually  finds 
out  how  to  do  a  good  many  things  for  himself,  and 
I  had  working  drawings  of  the  bridge  made  in 
Winnipp.  Besides,  your  friends  have  helped  me 
with  their  hands  as  well  as  their  good-will.  Except 
at  the  beginning,  they  have  all  been  kind  to  me,  and 
one  could  not  well  have  expected  \  r:ry  murh  from 
them  then." 

Maud  Harrington  coloured  a  trifle  as  she  remem- 
bered her  own  attitude  towards  him.  "  Cannot  you 
forget  it  ?  "  she  said,  with  a  curious  little  ring  in 
her  voice.  "  They  would  do  anything  you  asked 
them  now." 

"  One  generally  finds  it  useful  to  have  a  good 
memory,  and  I  remember  most  clearly  that,  although 
they  had  very  little  reason  for  it,  most  of  hem 
afterwards  trusted  me.  That  made,  and  still  makes, 
a  great  difference  to  me." 

The  girl  appeared  thoughtful.  "  Does  it  ?  "  she 
said.  "  Still,  do  you  know,  I  fancy  that  if  they  had 
tried  to  drive  you  out,  you  would  have  stayed  in 
spite  of  them." 

"  Yes,"  said  Witham  dryly,  "  I  believe  I  would, 
but  the  fact  that  in  a  very  httle  while  they  held  out  a 
friendly  hand  to  a  stranger  steeped  in  suspicion,  and 
gave  him  the  chance  to  prove  himself  their  equal, 
carries  a  big  responsibility.    That,  and  your  aunt's 
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The  obvious  inference  was  that  tlie  prodiKjl  had 
been  reclaimed  by  the  simple  means  of  puttTnlf  Win 
on  his  honour,  but  that  did  not  for  a  monWnt  su^ert 
'*.«'f,.t°  the  girl.  She  had  often  regretTed  her Tn 
disbelief,  and  once  rnore  felt  the  nee!  for  reparation 
Lance,"  she  sa  d.  verv  n„iM\r,   ••  —  i.7_r  .  "' 


Wiser  tha„-lS.a^^.?S,:-y -^- 

%7rs  ry"riSl,.°^  '"  ^""^  '''''''  ^'^  ^'^^^ 
^i  J*'^!k*"''^  l:°"?Ph'^  ^"'^  fi"^'-  fof  Maud  Barrineton 
heK' hi  ^y  '^"••""1  ^'"'=»'"  recognised  that  she 
Wnni  f  blameless  in  the  past,  which  she  could  not 
know,  as  well  as  in  the  present,  which  was  visible  to 
ner.  Her  confidence  stung  him  as  a  whip,  and  when 
n  place  of  answering  he  looked  away,  the  girl  fancied 
that  a  smothered  groan  escaped  l.L.  She  waited 
■uriously  expectant,  but  ho  ^d  not  speak,  and  just 

tiie  bluJf.  Then  a  man's  voice  came  through  it 
smgmg  a  little  French  song,  and  Maud  BaSon 
glanced  at  her  companion.  '"'gion 

tha't^ong^""'*'^  **''''  "  ^°^  '""^  '*  '*  *'"'^'^  y""  ^"S 
"  WeU  "  said  Witham.  doggedly  conscious  of  what 

he  was  doing    "  I  do  not  know  a  word  of  it,  and 

never  heard  it  in  my  life." 
Maud  Barrington  stared  at  him.     "  Think  "  she 

said.        It  seems  ever  so  long  ago,  but  you  cannot 

^ZJ°'^^'^f-  ^'"''y  y°"  ■■^'"e'nber  Madame 
Aubert,  who  taught  me  to  prattle  in  French,  and 
the  day  you  slipped  into  the  music-room  and  p-  „  ^d 
up  the  song,  while  she  tried  in  vain  to  teach  it  me 
fn^h  y°"  ■"T"'"'  ''°*  "^  "'^^-  ^hen  you  san^it 
S.  1,.h'^^'"'^"'°°'"'  ?"'*  U"^'«  Geoffrey  gave  you 
the   half-sovereign   which    had   been   promised    to 
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"  No,"  said  Witham  a  trifle  hoarsely,  and  with  his 
head  turned  from  her  watched  the  trail. 

A  man  in  embroidered  deerskin  jacket  was  riding 
into  the  moonlight,  and  though  the  little  song  had 
ceased,  and  the  wide  hat  hid  his  face,  there  was  an 
almost  insolent  gracefulness  in  his  carriage  that 
seemed  famiUar  to  Witham.  It  was  not  the  abandon 
of  the  swashbuckler  stock-rider  from  across  the 
frontier,  but  something  more  finished  and  distin- 
guished that  suggested  the  bygone  cavalier.  Maud 
Barrington,  it  was  evident,  also  noticed  it. 

"  Geoffrey'  Courthome  rode  as  that  man  does," 
she  said.  "  I  remember  hearing  my  mother  once  tell 
him  that  he  had  been  born  too  late,  because  his 
attributes  and  tastes  would  have  fitted  him  to  follow 
Prince  Rupert." 

Witham  made  no  answer,  and  the  man  rode  on 
until  he  drew  bridle  in  front  of  them.  Then  he 
swung  his  hat  off,  and  while  the  moonlight  shone  into 
his  face  looked  down  with  a  little  ironical  smile  at 
the  man  and  woman  standing  beside  the  horse. 
Witham  closed  one  hand  a  trifle,  and  slowly  straight- 
ened himself,  feeling  that  there  was  need  of  all  his 
self-control,  for  he  saw  his  companion  glance  at  him, 
and  then  almost  too  steadily  at  Lance  Courthome. 

The  latter  said  nothing  for  a  space  of  seconds,  for 
which  Witham  hated  him,  and  yet  in  the  tension  of 
the  suspense  he  noticed  that  the  signs  of  indulgence 
he  had  seen  on  the  last  occasion  were  plainer  in 
Courthorne's  face.  The  little  bitter  smile  upon  his 
lips  was  cJso  not  qtute  in  keeping  with  the  restless- 
ness of  his  fingers  upon  the  bridle. 

"  Is  that  bridge  fit  for  crossing,  farmer  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Yes,"  said  Witham  quietly.  "  You  must  lead 
your  horse." 

Maud  Barrington  had  in  the  meanwhile  stood  very 
still,  and  now  moved  as  by  an  effort.  "  It  is  time  I 
rode  on,  and  you  can  show  the  stranger  across,"  she 
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^t  -i  ^!''"'"  ^  '''*.y°"  '"'^  •'^^^'  fi^e  minutes  longer 
uian  v.a.  ;;',"_  'ssftry.  ° 

Courthorne.  Witham  fancied,  shifted  one  foot  from 
the  stirrup  but  then  sat  still  as  the  fanner  held  hU 

Jwav  he  '\^'^^  '?  !"°""*  by-  -•"'«  when  she  rode 
away  he  looked  at  his  companion  with  a  trace  of 
anger  as  well  as  irony  in  his  eyes 

"Yes,"  said  Witham.  "What  you  heard  was 
correct.  M.ss  Harrington's  horse  fell  lame  comTnl 
from  one  of  the  farms,  which  accounts  for  her  paS  nf 
here  so  late.     I  had  just  led  the  beast  across    hf 

IdlToffi  '  wif  •  '.*'"•  "  '^  "°^  °"  ni  AccounU 
tell  you  this.  Where  have  you  been  and  why  have 
you  broken  one  of  my  conditions  '  " 

Courthorne  laughed.     "  It  seems  to  me  you  are 

adopting  a  somewhat  curious  tone.     I  went  to  mv 

homestead  to  look  for  you."  ^ 

in  1Y°"  have  not  answered  my  other  question,  and 

,  mii?-'"''"'"'''''  ^  ^"^  y°"'  *^"=^"*'  =^"d  the  pkce  ^ 

^-I'cYme'forV''"'^''"*'^""'"   ■■'^'^    Courthorne. 
money^'  "^'^  '™P     '■^'''°"  *''**  ^  ^^"t^d 

drji'lj!:""  ''^'^  °"^  thousand  dollars,"  said  Witham 

__  Courthorne  made  a  httle  gesture  of  resignation 
It  IS,  however,  certain  that  I  haven't  got  thim  now 
They  went  as  dollars  usuaUy  do.  The  fact  is^  Save 
met  one  or  two  men  recently  who  apparently  know 
rather  more  about  games  of  chance  than  I  do  andT 

a'siftoyou"''™''  "'''^*'  "^^  -"^  -st  vYuablJ 

"  ^°^  P^^d  me  on  the  brand  of  a  crime  I  never 

HoTt^ht'^n  '1^  '^'*'^"'"  8^™'y-  "  ThThoweTer 
IS  not  the  question  now.  Not  one  dollar,  except  at 
the  time  agreed  upon,  will  you  get  from  me     \Vhv 

prairie"?  ''""'  ^'''  ^'''''^  ''  "^  "^"^'"y  "'  °"  th^ 
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Courthorne  glanced  down  at  the  deerskin  jacket 
and  smiled  as  he  straightened  liimself  into  a  carica- 
ture of  Witham's  mounted  attitude.  It  was  done 
cleverly. 

"  When  I  ride  in  this  fashion  we  are  really  not  very 
unlike,  you  see,  and  I  let  one  or  two  men  I  met  get  a 
good  look  at  me,"  he  said.  "  I  meant  it  as  a  hint 
that  it  would  be  wise  of  you  to  come  to  terms  with 
me." 

"  I  have  done  so  already.  You  made  the  bargain." 

"  Well,"  said  Courthorne  smiling,  "  a  contract  may 
be  modified  at  any  time  when  both  parties  are 
willing." 

"  One  is  not,"  said  Witham  dryly.  "  You  heard 
my  terms,  and  nothing  that  you  can  urge  will  move 
me  a  hairsbreadth  from  them." 

Courthorne  looked  at  him  steadily,  and  some  men 
would  have  found  his  glance  disconcerting,  for  now 
and  then  all  the  wickedness  that  was  in  him  showed 
in  his  half-closed  eyes.  Still,  he  saw  that  the 
farmer  was  unyielding. 

"  Then  we  will  let  it  go  ;  in  the  meanwhile,"  he  said, 
"  take  me  across  the  bridge." 

They  were  half-way  along  it  when  he  pulled  the 
horse  up,  and  once  more  looked  down  on  Witham. 

"  Your  hand  is  a  tolerably  good  one  so  long  as  you 
are  willing  to  sacrifice  yourself,  but  it  has  its  weak 
points,  and  there  is  one  thing  I  could  not  tolerate," 
he  said. 

"  What  is  that  ?  " 

Courthorne  laughed  wickedly.  "  You  wish  me  to 
be  explicit  ?  Maud  Harrington  is  devilishly  pretty, 
but  it  is  quite  out  of  the  question  that  you  should 
ever  marry  her." 

Witham  turned  towards  him  with  the  veins  on 
his  forehead  swollen.  "  Granting  that  it  is  so,  what 
is  that  to  you  ?  " 

Courthorne  nodded  as  if  in  comprehension.   "  Well, 
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In«cf  "^u'''^'  .""'  ™ns'stent,  but  one  rarely  auilo 
loses  touch  with  everything,  and  if  I  believed  thai  mv 
kmswornan  was  growing  fond  of  a  bSrly  farmTr^ 
Id  venture  to  put  a  sudden  stop  to  youffove^makTnc 

Witham  had  borne  a  good  deal  of  late    and  hi.; 

intention,  but  he  moved  a  pare  forward   and  fn.ir 
thome  touched  the  horse  with  l,is  ZT'  It  backed 
and  then  growing  afraid  of  the  blackness  about  it' 
plunged,  while  Witham  for  the  first  tiW  saw  tha 
hlin7>'  '/"PJ"  '^'  loosely-laid  pUnk^nJ close 

and  rill'     ^rf^'I  P>""Se  or  flounder,  anlho?se 
and  rider  would  go  down  together 

Th^^*"  ''  iI!T^"^  '"^  '^^'^  h"s  breath  and  watched 
Then,  as  the  beast,  resisting  its  rider's  efforts  backed 
again,  sprang  forward  and^eized  the  bridle 
life,'^heLTd.'^"'''"'     Shove  him  forward  for  your 
There  was  a  momentary  struggle  on  the  slinnerv 

e'^ef'^ih "'•h''"°'*/V*^ '''"'1  hoofs  ov^hunKe 
edge,  Witham  dragged  the  horse  away  CourthornP 
swung  himself  out  of  the  saddle,  left  the  farmlrt^! 
f"dle,  and  glanced  behind  him  at  the  gap  Then  he 
turned  and  the  two  men  looked  at  each  Xr  stedily 
Their  faces  were  a  trifle  paler  than  usual.  ^■ 

^^  You  saw  It  ?     asked  Courthorne. 

comSceXru^nynf  "^°"  ''''''''  '"^^  "^^^  -^  '- 
bridi??  P'""^''^  °"''  '"■  *^'''"  ^^°''  yo"  caught  the 
"  Yes,"  said  Witham  quietly 
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Courthorne  made  no  answer  as  he  led  hif  horse 
across  the  bridge.  Then  he  mounted  and  looked 
down  on  the  farmer  who  stood  beside  him. 

"  I  remember  some  things,  though  I  don't  always 
let  them  influence  me  to  my  detriment,"  he  said. 
"  I'm  going  back  to  the  railroad,  and  then  West,  and 
don't  quite  know  when  you  will  have  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  me  again." 

Witham  watched  him  quietly.  "  It  would  be  wiser 
if  you  did  not  come  back  until  I  send  for  you." 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

COURTHORNE    BLUNDERS. 

nsKs  in  his  time,  for  he  usuaUy  found  a  spice  of 

sime  danng  that  not  infrequently  served  him  better 
than  a  well-laid  plan.     There  are  also  men  of  hb 

&«s°' which  T,f' ^l*' "PP^^"'"'"""^  "^O"^  the 
aisasters  which  follow  the  one  rash  v»-ture  the 
prudent  make,  and  it  was  half  in  frolic  and  half  in 
malice  he  rode  to  Silverdale  dressed  as  a  Pra  rie 
farmer  in  the  light  of  day,  and  forgot  that^Thdr 

SfofTetil  ^*  t7  '^^^^'^  "^^^^  worn' uponS 
imiVo*  "•    ^he  same  spirit  nduced  him  to 

shouted"?^h1  ^'^  i'?'"'  "P  ^hen  the  other  man 
most  of  hk  fi?'  *"d.  --"^""g  t°  the  wide  hat  that  hid 
hTLt^V  packef ''  °"*  °'  ""^'-'''^^  «yes  when 

hJJ""  '^''^^  ^^"^'^  "^  a  ride,  Mr.  Courthome  ' 
heard  you  were  at  the  bridge,"  the  trooper  said 
^K, you'll  sign  for  those  do5™ents  I  nffi  keep 

He  bt  -.ught  out  a  pencil,  and  Courthome  scribbled 
"5  p 
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on  the  paper  handed  him.  He  was  quite  aware  that 
there  was  a  risk  attached  to  this,  but  if  Witham  had 
any  communications  with  the  police  it  appeared 
advisable  to  discover  what  they  were  about.  Then 
he  laughed,  as  riding  on    again    he    opened  the 

■na  elect. 

"  Agricultural  Bureau  documents,"  he  said.  "  This 
lot  to  be  returned  fiUed  in  !  Well,  if  I  can  remember, 
I'll  give  them  to  Witham." 

As  it  happened,  he  did  not  remember  ;  but  he  made 
a  worse  mistake  just  before  his  departure  from  the 
railroad  settlement.  He  had  spent  two  nights  at  a 
little  wooden  hotel,  which  was  not  the  one  where 
Witham  put  up  when  he  drove  into  the  place,  and 
to  pass  the  time  commenced  a  flirtation  with  the 
proprietor's  daughter.  The  giri  was  pretty,  and 
Courthome  a  man  of  different  type  from  the  wheat- 
growers  she  had  been  used  to.  When  his  horse  was 
at  the  door,  he  stroUed  into  the  saloon  where  he 
found  the  girl  alone  in  the  bar. 

"  I'm  a  very  sad  man  to-day,  my  dear,  he  saw, 
and  his  melancholy  became  him. 

The  giri  blushed  prettily.  "Still,"  she  said, 
"  whenever  you  want  to,  you  can  come  back  a^ain. 

"  If  I  did,  would  you  be  pleased  to  see  me  ? 

"  Of  course  !  "  said  the  giri.  "  Now,  you  wait  a 
minute,  and  I'll  give  you  something  to  remember  me 
by.    I  don't  mix  this  up  for  everybody." 

She  busied  herself  with  certain  decanters  and 
essences,  and  Courthome  held  the  glass  she  handed 

"  The  brightest  eyes  and  the  reddest  lips  between 
Winnipeg  and  the  Rockies  !  "  he  said.  "  This  is 
nectar,  but  I  would  like  to  remember  you  by  some- 
thing sweeter  still !  "  .     ,  .,  > 

Their  heads  were  not  far  apart  when  he  laid  down 
his  glass,  and  before  the  giri  quite  knew  what  was 
happening   an   arm  was   round   her  neck.      Next 
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moment  she  had  flung  the  man  backwards,  and  stood 
very  straight,  quivering  with  anger  and  crimson  in 
lace,  for  Courthome,  as  occasionaUy  happens  with 
men  of  his  type,  assumed  too  much,  and  did  not 

"Take  "  °^  ^'^^^  *°  ^*°*''  ■'"''^" ^''^ '^^^^  sharply. 
There  was  a  tramp  of  feet  outside,  and  when  a  big, 
grim-faced  man  looked  in  at  the  door  Courthorne 
decided  it  was  time  for  him  to  effect  his  retreat  while 
It  could  be  done  with  safety.  He  knew  already  that 
there  were  two  doors  to  the  saloon,  and  his  finger 
closed  on  the  neck  of  a  decanter.  Next  moment  it 
smote  the  newcomer  on  the  chest,  and  while  he 
staggered  backwards  with  the  fluid  trickling  from 
him,  Courthome  departed  througii  the  opposite  en- 
trance. Once  outside,  he  mounted  leisurely,  but 
nobody  came  out  from  the  hotel,  and  shaking  the 
bridle  with  a  Uttle  laugh  he  cantered  out  of  the 
settlement. 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  other  man  carefully  wiped 
lus  garments,  and  then  turned  to  his  companion. 
Now  what's  aU  this  about  ?  "  he  asked. 

The  giri  told  him,  and  the  man  ruminated  for  a 
minute  or  two.  "  Well,  he's  gone,  and  I  don't  know 
"  Tc    ™_f  rry  there  wasn't  a  circus  here,"  he  said. 

1  figured  there  was  something  not  square  about  that 
fellow  anyway.  Registered  as  Guyler  from  Minne- 
sota, but  I  ve  seen  somebody  like  him  among  the 
boys  from  Silverdale.  Guess  I'll  find  out  when  I 
ride  over  about  the  horse,  and  then  I'll  have  a  talk 
with  him  quietly." 

In  the  meanwhile,  tlxe  police  trooper  who  had 
Handed  him  the  packet  returned  to  the  outpost,  and, 
as  It  happened,  found  the  grizzled  Sergeant  Stirason, 
who  appeared  astonished  to  see  him  back  so  soon 
there. 

"  I  met  Courthome  near  his  homestead,  and  gave 
nun  the  papers,  sir,"  he  said. 
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"  You  did  ?  "  said  the  Sergeant.  "  Now  that's 
kind  of  curious,  because  he's  at  the  bridge." 

"  It  couldn't  have  been  anybody  else,  because  lie 
took  the  documents  and  signed  for  them,"  said  the 
trooper. 

"  Big  bay  horse  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,"  said  the  trooper.  "  It  was  a  bronco, 
and  a  screw  at  that." 

"  Well,"  said  Stimson  dryly,  "  let  me  have  your 
book.    If  Payne  has  come  in,  tell  him  I  want  him." 

The  trooper  went  out,  and  when  his  comrade  came 
in  Stimson  laid  a  strip  of  paper  before  him.  "  You 
have  seen  Courthorne's  writing,"  he  said  ;  "  would 
you  call  it  anything  like  that  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,"  said  Trooper  Payne.     "  I  would  not  !  " 

Stimson  nodded.  "  Take  a  good  horse  and  ride 
round  by  the  bridge.  If  you  find  Courthorne  there, 
as  you  probably  will,  head  for  the  settlement  and  see 
if  you  can  come  across  a  man  who  might  pass  for  him. 
Ask  your  question  as  though  the  answer  didn't 
count,  and  tell  nobody  what  you  hear  but  me." 

Payne  rode  out,  and  when  he  returned  three  days 
later.  Sergeant  Stimson  made  a  journey  to  confer  with 
one  of  his  superiors.  The  officer  was  a  man  who  had 
risen  in  the  service  somewhat  rapidly,  and  when  he 
heard  the  tale  said  nothing,  while  he  turned  over  a 
bundle  of  papers  a  trooper  brought  him.  Then  he 
glanced  at  Stimson  thoughtfully. 

"  I  have  a  report  of  the  Shannon  shooting  case 
here,"  he  said.     "  How  did  it  strike  you  at  the  time?" 

Stimson's  answer  was  guarded.  "  As  a  curious 
affair.  You  see,  it  was  quite  easy  to  get  at  Witham's 
character  from  anybody  down  there,  and  he  wasn't 
the  kind  of  man  to  do  the  thing.  There  were  one 
or  two  other  trifles  I  couldn't  quite  figure  out  the 
meaning  of." 

"  Witham  was  drowned  ?  "  said  the  officer.;,^ 

"  Well,"  said  Stimson,  "  the  trooper  who  rode  after 
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Sr^JoS^irm'^Th^  *i:'°"«.''  '^'  '''''  ""*  "°»^y 
horsf."  '  ^"""^^  ^  *^™^''  <=''"ne  upon  his 

r ^The  officer  nodded.     "  I  fancy  you  are  ri/fht  and 

S»I!5  -^  ""^^  f"*"^  resemblance  to  each  other  en- 
m'fs  a'^crime  "noh')!'  venture  and  one  o^them  corS- 
whiL  '^"■?l«  nobody  beheved  him  capable  of  but 
which  would  have  been  less  out  of  keeping  wUh  the 
other  s  character.  Then  the  second  man  comes  into 
an  mhentance,  and  leads  a  life  which  seem^o  have 
vouelt"^  everybody  who  knows  him  Now!  Save 
you  ever  seen  these  two  men  side  by  side  >  " 

our  ,il°ht'wK  '"}.'*  ^**"?r"-  "  CourtKome  kept  out  of 
I  or  ^v  o^  thi  h  """'"^  •"  ^^^'^^-  ^"d  I  don't  think 
for  nn^I  .>,  ^°^''  '''"'''P^  Shannon,  ever  saw  him 
for  more  than  a  mmute  or  two.    Now  and  then  we 

Kua \irkr  *1^^  P^^'"^  °^  saw^h^n  from  th 

"  w  n  ..      ■}■  \  °"'y  °nce  spoke  to  him." 
bette^'^4  .        "\«  officer,  "it  seems  to  me  I  had 
Detter    et  you  sent  back  to  your  old  station   whprp 
you  can  quietly  pick  up  the  threads  again     'wJuTd 

th^^^a?sTlv^dar?^i°"^'^  '^  '^  ^°  ^^-p  -  ^y"^' 

;;No  one  better,  sir,"  said  Stimson. 

.  Then  It  shall  be  done,"  said  the  officer     "  The 
quieter  you  keep  the  affair  the  better  " 
f„  K-    u*  '^  week  or  two  later  when  Witham  returned 

ompIe'i^rK™'"  *'?  ''"'''''  -hich'waralmosf 
completed.  Dusk  was  closing  n,  but  as  he  roHf 
down  the  rise  he  could  see  the  wheat  roll  in  sTow 
ripples  back  into  the  distance.  The  steadv  beat?f 
Its  rhythmic  murmur  told  of  heavy  eas  and  where 

of  saffron  ifff  ""fK^^'^"  °"  ''''"'''  the"asttush 
01  saffron  m  the  north-west  was  flung  back  in  a  Hnll 

Mow^dn'k-    .T'f«^t«--yedathw!rrthe.hadowJ 

Srndr^d^nM'r.r''  S-"*^™'  '^"t  thac  flash ^^ 
goia  and  red  told  that  harvest  was  nigh  again. 
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Withum  had  seen  no  crop  to  compare  with  it 
during  the  eight  years  he  had  spent  in  the  Dominion. 
There  had  been  neither  drought  nor  hail  that  year, 
and  now,  when  the  warm  western  breezes  kept  sweet 
and  wholesome  the  splendid  ears  they  fanned,  there 
was  removed  from  him  the  terror  of  the  harvest 
frost,  which  not  infrequent^  blights  the  fairest  pros- 

Eects  in  one  bitter  night.  Fate,  which  had  tried  him 
ardly  hitherto,  denying  the  seed  its  due  share  of 
fertilizing  rain,  sweeping  his  stock  from  existence 
with  icy  blizzard,  and  mowing  down  the  tall  green 
corn  with  devastating  hail,  was  now  showering 
favours  on  him  when  it  was  too  late.  Still,  though 
he  felt  the  irony  of  it,  he  was  glad,  for  others  had 
Mi->wed  his  lead,  and  while  the  lean  years  had  left  a 
ic^flientable  scarcity  of  dollars  at  Silverdale,  wealth 
would  now  pour  in  to  every  man  who  had  had  the 

faith  to  sow.  ,  .  ,   ,  ,, 

He  dismounted  beside  the  oats  whicli  he  would 
harvest  first,  and  listened  with  a  curious  stirring  of 
his  pulses  to  their  musical  patter.  It  was  not  the  full- 
toned  song  of  the  wheat,  but  there  was  that  in  the 
quicker  beat  of  it  which  told  that  each  graceful  tassel 
would  redeem  its  promise.  He  could  not  see  the 
end  of  them,  but  by  the  right  of  the  producer  they 
were  all  his.  He  knew  that  he  could  also  hold  them 
by  right  of  conquest,  too,  for  that  year  a  knowledge 
of  his  strength  had  been  forced  upon  him.  Still, 
from  something  he  had  seen  in  the  eyes  of  a  girl  and 
grasped  at  in  the  words  of  a  white-haired  lady,  he 
reaUsed  that  there  is  a  Umit  beyond  which  man's 
ambition  may  not  venture,  and  a  right  before  whicii 
even  that  of  possession  must  bow. 

It  had  been  shown  him  plainly  that  no  man  of  his 
own  devices  can  make  the  wheat  grow,  and  standing 
beside  it  in  the  creeping  dusk  he  felt  in  a  vague,  half- 
pagan  fashion  that  there  was,  somewhere  behind  what 
appeared  the  chaotic  chances  of  life,  a  scheme  of  order 
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r^!!J"!l'"  immutable,  which  would  in  due  time 
^?^  J  u^-  *°?.  presumptuous  human  atom  who 
opposed  himse  f  to  it.  Regret  and  rebellion  were  h 
^,™«d  eoually  futUe,  ani  he  must  go  ouTfrom 
S.lverdale  tefore  retribution  overtook  him.  He  ha^ 
hr.?',HT^"'''.*>"g'>'>^'^^'l"'ade  what  reparation 
5dth  £  *''^*  ^'  ^°"*^  ^^"^  ^''  pun^shme^t 

inJ''/={!r'^  was  almost  dark  when  he  reached  it, 
and  as  he  went  ,n  his  cook  signed  to  him.  "  There's 
a  man  m  here  waiting  for  you."  he  said.  "  He 
doesn  t  seem  m  any  way  friendly  or  civil  " 

Witham  nodded  as  he  went  on,  wondering  with  a 
S  R"hr7^^^l'  Courthorne  had  Returned 
agam  »  he  had,  he  felt  m  a  mood  for  very  direct 
speech  with  him.  His  visitor  was.  howe^r  not 
^ourthome  Witham  could  see  that  at  a  g'ance 
although  the  room  was  dim.  S^nce, 

minuW' heTaW.'°  '"°"  ''°"'  '"^  ''"  '''  ^  "S^*  *"  ^ 

"  I  wouldn't  waste  time,"  said  the  other.    "  We 

can  talk  just  as  straight  in  the  dark,  and  I  guess  this 

meetmg  wiU  finish  up  outside  on  the  prairie     You've 

S™'  ■'  ^^""^  °^  *''°"^''  *°  *'^"  y°'''  **■■ 

vn,'!  ]!l^"/f ''''^^^'*''*"'  '^'■y^y'  "  't  seems  to  me  that 
you  have  found  the  wrong  man." 

.   The  stranger  laughed  unpleasantly.     "  I  was  fieur- 

w!lCw  v""'  "  ''"^^  **'^i'  ''"*  y°"  can't  bluffTe. 
Well  now  I  ve  come  round  to  take  it  out  of  you  for 
slinging  that  decanter  at  me,  and  if  there  is  another 
thing,  we  needn't  mention  it."  ■•"oiner 

Witham  stared  at  the  man,  and  his  astonishment 
was  evident,  but  the  fact  that  he  stiU  spokTwiSan 
Enghsh  accentuation,  as  Courthorne  did,  was  against 

c„«^°jI¥  ''est  Of  my  recollection,  I  have  never 
suffered  the  unpleasantness  of  meeting  you  in  my 
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life,"  he  said.  "  I  certainly  never  threw  a  decanter 
or  anj^thing  else  at  you,  though  I  understand  that 
one  might  feel  tempted  to." 

"  The  man  rose  up  slowly,  and  appeared  big  and 
heavy-shouldered  as  he  moved  athwart  thr  window. 
"  I  guess  that  is  quite  enough  for  me,"  he  said. 
"  What  were  you  condemned  Englishmen  made  for, 
anyway,  but  to  take  the  best  of  what  other  men 
worked  for,  until  the  folks  who've  got  grit  enough 
run  you  out  of  the  old  country !  Lord,  why  don't 
they  drown  you  instead  of  dumping  you  and 
your  wickedness  on  to  us  ?  Still,  I'm  going  to 
show  one  of  you,  as  I've  longed  to  do,  that  you 
can't  play  your  old  tricks  with  the  women  of  this 
country.' 

"  I  don't  see  the  drift  of  a  word  of  it,"  said  Witham. 
"  Hadn't  you  better  come  back  when  you've  worked 
the  vapours  off  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  Come  out !  '  said  the  other  man  grimly. 
"  There's  scarcely  room  in  here.  Well  then,  have  it 
your  own  way,  and  the  devil  take  care  of  you  !  " 

"  I  think  there's  enough,"  said  Witham,  and  as 
the  other  swung  forward,  closed  with  him. 

He  felt  sick  and  dizzy  for  a  moment,  for  he  had 
laid  himself  open  and  the  first  blow  got  home,  but  he 
had  decided  that  if  the  grapple  was  inevitable,  it  was 
best  to  commence  it  and  end  it  speedily.  A  few 
seconds  later  there  was  a  crash  against  the  table,  and 
the  stranger  gasped  as  he  felt  the  edge  of  it  pressed 
into  his  backbone.  Then  he  felt  himself  borne  back- 
wards until  he  groaned  under  the  strain,  and  heard 
a  hoarse  voice  say,  "  If  you  attempt  to  use  that  foot 
again,  I'll  make  the  leg  useless  all  your  life  to  you. 
Come  right  in  here,  Tom." 

A  man  carrying  a  lantern  came  in,  and  stared  at 
the  pair  as  he  set  it  down.  "  Do  you  want  me^to  see 
a  fair  finish-up  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  No,"  said  Witham.    "  I  want  you  to  see  this 
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Krhe"crt  SZ"  ^''^  "'^  ^""^  •'^"-^  »>** 

It  was  done  with  a  little  difficulty,  and  tfiere  was  1 
further  scuffle  in  the  hall,  for  the^strang"    resisted 

theTonrtu''"*  "  T''''  ''-"''^  "'-  '"o  reded  out  0I 
the  door  just  as  a  buggy  pulled  up      Then    as  the 
evicted    man    plunge.f'^forward    alone     Witham 
straightening   himseff  suddenly,   saw   that   CoS 

Sec"  w'  s"serd'°t'H'"«  '^"1"  '^™-  ^^  ^haTh 
^i!?l     !ui  "''^''  .^*  '^'^  ^"'e.    He  stood  still  flushed 
and  breathless,  with  his  jacket  hanging  rent  half-wav 
fZ^cT      '"'  '"'^  *''*^  Colonel's  t„ii  was  quirtlj: 

'•7..'u"'  a  question  or  two  to  ask  you  but  can 
wait,  he  said.  ■'  No  doubt  I  shall  find  vou  1^ 
engaged  another  time."  ^       ^ 

He  flicked  the  horse,  and  as  the  buggy  rolled  awav 

feel  S„  f"'^"  ,*5"*^^t°  get  'id  of  you  before.  I 

The    stranger    laughed    dryly.     "I    guess    vou 

rfnn'  ^°""y-    '  ^°"'*  %ht  because  I^   on/of 
It,  and  you're  not  the  man  " 

"S°*  the  man?"  said  Witham. 
No,  sir,    said  the  other.    "  Not  like  him  now  T 

TciSere'.^^*^^-    ^^"'  ''^  ^ind^oSr^TstZed^ 

"WhK^nf°^  ^^'  truth  flashed  upon  Witham. 
Jat  sort  of  a  man  was  the  one  you  mistook  for 

in  hjyf"J*'  ^^''*  '*'^**^''-     Never  done  a  day's  work 

ves  mo^  ?h^  "rf/  *""''^  *°  ' '°°  «^^«i  to  Vn  hb 
eyes  more  than  half-way  when  he  looked  at  you,  but 
^  he  ever  fools  round  the  saloon  again,  he^U  know 
w*^'  ''  ^^"'^  ^'"^  '''^""Kh  with  hin^." 

mav  iT  ^"If '^-     "  ^  ^'°"l**°'t  be  rash  or  you 
may  get  another  astonishment,"   he  said.     "We 
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really  know  one  or  two  useful  things  in  the  old 
country,  but  you  can't  fetch  the  settlement  before 
morning,  and  we'll  put  you  up  if  you  like." 

"  No,  sir,"  said  the  other  dryly.  "  I'm  not  fond 
of  Englishmen,  and  we  might  get  arguing,  while  I've 
had  'bout  enough  of  you  for  one  night." 

He  rode  away,  and  Witham  went  back  into  the 
house  very  thoughtfully,  wondering  whether  he 
would  be  called  upon  to  answer  for  more  of  Cour- 
thome's  doings. 

It  was  two  or  three  days  later  when  Maud  Barring- 
ton  returned  with  her  aunt  from  a  visit  to  an  out- 
lying farm,, where,  because  an  account  of  what  took 
place  in  the  saloon  had  by  some  means  been  spread 
about,  she  heard  a  story  brought  in  from  the  settle- 
ment. It  kept  her  silent  during  the  return  journey, 
and  Miss  Barrington  said  nothing,  but  when  the 
Colonel  met  them  in  the  hall  he  glanced  at  his  niece. 

"  I  see  Mrs.  Carndall  has  been  telling  you  both  a 
tale,"  he  said.  "  It  would  have  been  more  fitting  if 
she  had  kept  it  to  herself." 

"Yes,"  said  Maud  Barrington.  "Still,  you  do 
not  credit  it  ?  " 

Barrington  smiled  a  trifle  dryly.  "  I  should  very 
much  prefer  not  to,  ray  dear,  but  what  we  saw  the 
other  night  appears  to  give  it  probability.  The  man 
Courthome  was  dismissing  somewhat  summarily  is, 
I  believe,  to  marry  the  lady  in  question.  You  will 
remember  I  asked  you  once  before  whether  the 
leopard  can  change  his  spots." 

The  girl  laughed  a  little.  "Still,  are  you  not 
presuming  when  you  take  it  for  granted  that  there 
are  spots  to  change  ?  " 

Colonel  Barrington  said  nothing  further,  and  it 
was  late  that  night  when  the  two  women  reopened 
the  subject. 

"  Aunt,"  said  Maud  Barrington,  "  I  want  to  know 
what  you  think  about  Mrs.  Camdall'sjale." 
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The  litUe  lady  shook  her  head, 
disbeheve  it  if  I  could." 


"  I  should  like  to 

"  Then,"said"Maud  Barrington,  "why  don't  you  > " 

pv„i:f  "J  ^°"  ^'u  *i  ""^  "^^y  '"«^^«°"s  •     One  must  not 
expect  too  much  from  human  nature,  my  dear  " 
Ihe  girl  sat  silent  awhile,  remembering  the  man 

7-^rTJ^'  ^vt  \'  ^'''  ''S^^-  ^"'l  in  the  moonlight" 
fancied  was  like  her  companion  at  the  time.  It  was 
not.  however,  the  faint  resemblance  that  had  im- 
h.W.i";;'"}!  f/'^*?,"^  something  in  his  manner- 
s^iL  kt'^f'^'V^'"^  insolence,  his  poise  in  the 
saddle.  She  had  only  seen  Lance  Courthorne  on  a 
Jew  occasions  when  she  was  very  young,  but  she 
had  seen  others  of  his  race,  and  tlie  man  reminded 
her  o   them     Still  she  felt  half-instinctively  that  as 

thU  Lh°k''  ^'  ^\^''  ^^^^  "°''°'ly  should  know 
tms,  and  she  stooped  over  some  lace  on  the  table  as 
she  answered  the  elder  lady. 

"  I  only  know  one,  and  it  is  convincing.  Th.it 
Lance  should  have  done  what  he  is  credited  with 
doing  is  quite  impossible. " 

Miss  Barrington  smiled.  "  I  ahnost  believe  so,  too, 
but  others  of  his  family  have  done  such  things  some! 
what  frequently.  Do  you  know  that  LancI  has  all 
along  been  a  problem  to  me,  for  there  is  a  good  deal 
in  my  brother's  question.  Although  it  seems  out  of 
the  question,  I  have  wondered  whether  there  could 

■iu°  ■ '1",'^®  Lourthorncs  in  Western  Canada." 

Ihe  girl  looked  at  her  aunt  in  sUence  for  a  space, 
but  each  hid  a  portion  of  her  thoughts.  Then  Maud 
Da;rington  laughed. 

"  The  Lance  Courthorne  now  at  Silverdale  is  as 

«T^!T'f/fr°'"'''u^S^"y  '"^'^  ""^y  be."  she  said. 
I  can  t  tell  you  why  I  am  sure  of  it— but  I  know  I 
am  not  mistaken." 
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THE    FACE    AT    THE    WINDOW. 

It  was  a  hot  morning  when  Sergeant  Stimson  and 
Corporal  Payne  rode  towards  the  railroad  across  the 
prairie.  The  grassy  levels  rolled  away  before  them, 
white  and  parched,  into  the  blue  distance,  where 
willow  grove  and  straggling  bluff  floated  on  the 
dazzling  horizon,  and  the  fibrous  dust  rose  in  little 
puffs  beneath  the  horses'  feet,  until  Stimson  pulled 
his  beast  up  in  the  shadow  of  the  birches  by  the 
bridge,  and  looked  back  towards  Silverdale.  There, 
wooden  homesteads  girt  about  with  barns  and 
granaries  rose  from  the  whitened  waste,  and  behind 
some  of  them  stretched  great  belts  of  wheat.  Then 
the  Sergeant,  understanding  the  faith  of  the  men  who 
had  sown  that  splendid  grain,  nodded,  for  he  was  old 
and  wise,  and  had  seen  many  adverse  seasons,  and 
the  slackness  that  comes,  when  hope  has  gone,  to 
beaten  men. 

"  They  will  reap  this  year — a  handful  of  cents  on 
every  bushel,"  he  said.  "A  fine  gentleman  is 
Colonel  Barrington,  but  some  of  them  will  be  thankful 
there's  a  better  head  than  the  one  he  has  at  Silverdale. 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Corporal  Payne,  who  wore  the 
double  chevrons  for  the  first  time,  and  surmised  that 
his  companion's  observations  were  not  without  their 
purpose. 
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Stimson  glanced  at  the  bridge.  "  Good  work,"  he 
sa  d  It  wiU  save  tliem  doUars  on  every  load  thev 
haul  in.  A  gambler  built  it!  Do  they  t^ch  men  to 
use  the  axe  in  Montana  saloons  >  '■    ^  "^"  *° 

woSc'omrl/i^"^  ^°?^  ^^'^'^  *°'  ^hat  he  felt 
wouia  come.    He  was  no  longer  the  hot-bloodeH  laH 

feKe'bonT  Z'  '"-r  *^^  °''*  country,  to  he  h^^ 
felt  the  bonds  of  disciphne,  and  been  taught  restraint 
and  silence  on  the  lonely  marches  of  the  f  rairie 

I  have,    he  said  tentatively,  "  fancied  there  was 
something  a  Uttle  unusual  aboui  the  thfng" 

Stimson  nodded,  but  his  next  observation  was 
apparently  quite  unconnected  with  the  topic  "  You 
were  a  raw  colt  when  I  got  you,  Payne,  and  the  Wt 
ga^ed  you  now  and  then,  but  you  had  good  hands  on 
a  bndle.  and  somebody  who  knew  his  business  had 
taught  you  to  sit  a  horse  in  the  old  country  StUl  vou 
were  not  as  handy  with  brush  and  forkSble  dut^y  " 

•The  bronze  seemed  to  deepen  in  the  corporal's  face 
but  it  was  turned  steadily  towards  his  officer  "  ^r  " 
Sg  of"  ■ ''*  '"^''^'"^  *°  <^°  "'t**  -hat  you  were 

Stimson  laughed  softly.     "  That  depends  mv  lad 

to^rVe^'ly^"*°"'^^^^^^ghtanraoT/yot 
tongue  I  ve  asked  you  no  questions,  but  I've  eves 
w  my  head,  and  it's  not  without  a  purpose  youvl 
been  made  corporal.  You're  the  kind  they  give  com! 
nussions  to  now  and  then-and  your  folks  in  the  dd 
country  never  raised  you  for  a  police  trooper." 

Can  you  tell  me  how  to  win  one  ?  "  asked  th^ 
corral,  and  Stimson  noticed  the  little  gleam  ,„Ss 

wher?to  find°'?h  Jf  "*  *°  advancement,  and  you  know 
Taid  w^h  A  *'"°°Pf  "■  s  duty  laid  down  plain,"  he 
said  with  a  dry  smile.  "Now,  you  saw  Lance 
Courthorne  once  or  twice  back  there  Tn  Alberta"  '' 
^^  xes,  sir  ;  but  never  close  to  " 
And  you  knew  Farmer  Witliam  ?  " 
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Pavne  appeared  thoughtful.  "Of  course  1  met 
him  aTwTiLes  on  the  prairie  always  on  hor^back 
iTh  his  bie  hat  on ;  but  Wtham  is  dead-that  is.  I 

haDpensXe  you  will  let  me  know.  The  new  man  has 

aeain  th^e  was  comprehension  m  his  eyes.  Then  he 
^^aJa  "\e<i  sir  I  have  wondered  whether,  it 
Shannon  could  have  spoken  another  word  that  night 
U  would  have  been  Witham  the  warrant  was  issued 

*°  Stimson  raised  a  restraining  hand.  "  My  lad,"  he 
.aiWy.-thepolice  trooper  whogetsadvancemen^^ 
is  the  one  that  carries  out  his  orders  and  never 
nnpftlons  them  untU  he  can  show  that  they  are  wrong. 
Ihen  he  usesa  good  deal  of  discretion.    Now  you 

''""  Yersir'^"7aid"payne,  and  Stimson  shaking  his 

^tfSfon?eTt?S"t^me,  the  co^^^^^^ 

^ndled  them  it  was  evident  that  he  was  capable  of 
Sotag  whatX  other  men  at  Silverdale  left  to  the 
Qomg  wiia  settlement.    Payne  wondered,  as  he 

r?heT£whfhaT  taught  ?Se  gambler  to  use 

'P?."rU'no?trouble  you  if  you  are  busy,  Mn 
CourthXe  ;  but  if  you  would  give  nie  the>etun,s  the 
BureaS  for,  it  would  save  me  nding  round  agam, 
he  said. 
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"  I'm  afraid  I  can't,"  said  Witham.  "  You  see, 
I  haven'f  had  the  papers." 

"  Trooper  Bacon  told  me  he  had  given  them  to 
you." 

"  I  don't  seem  to  remember  it,"  said  Witham. 

Pa5Tie  laughed.  "  One  forgets  things  when  he  is 
busy.  Still,  you  had  them — because  you  signed  for 
them." 

Witham  looked  up  suddenly,  and  in  another 
moment  smiled ;  but  he  was  a  trifle  too  late,  for 
Payne  had  seen  his  astonishment,  and  that  he  was 
now  on  guard. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  "  I  haven't  got  them  now.  Send 
me  a  duplicate.  You  have,  no  doubt,  some  extra 
forms  at  the  outpost." 

Payne  decided  that  the  man  had  never  had  the 
documents,  but  was  too  clever  to  ask  any  questions 
or  offer  explanations  that  might  involve  him.  It  was 
evident  he  knew  that  somebody  had  personated  him, 
and  the  fact  sent  a  Uttle  thrill  through  the  corporal ; 
he  was  at  least  on  tht-  trail. 

"  I'll  bring  you  one  round  the  next  time  I'm  in  the 
neighbourhood,"  he  said  ;  and  Witham  sat  still  with 
the  spanner  lying  idle  in  his  hand  when  he  rode  away. 

He  realised  that  Courthorne  had  taken  the  papers, 
and  his  face  grew  anxious  as  well  as  grim.  The 
harvest  was  almost  ready  now,  and  a  little  while 
would  see  it  in.  Then  his  work  would  be  over  ;  but 
he  had  of  late  felt  a  growing  fear  lest  something, 
that  would  prevent  its  accomplishment,  might 
happen  in  the  meanwhile.  Then  almost  fiercely  he 
resumed  the  stripping  of  the  machine. 

An  hour  or  two  later  Dane  rode  up,  and  sat  still  in 
his  saddle  looking  down  on  Witham  with  a  curious 
smile  in  his  face. 

"  I  was  down  at  the  settlement  and  found  a  curious 
story  going  round,"  he  said.  "  Of  course,  it  had  its 
humorous  aspect,  but  I  don't  know  that  the  thing 
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n„t  .dnut  that  rt  ..n t.    S»J,Sj,"„iisfi,» 
L  that  kmd  ol  «'>"«» ''i'J.'Stetoisl to 

thorne's  throat.    "  And  that  s  what  1  v^  °  6 

rovild  one  beUeve  ?  ,    .  ,  „ 

"Colonel  Barrington  told  you  that ! 
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like  you  to  have  many  little  lapses  of  that  kind  while 
I  am  backing  you.  You  and  I  have  done  with  these 
frivolities  some  time  ago,  but  there  are  lads  here  they 
might  appeal  to.  I  should  be  pleased  if  you  could 
deny  the  story." 

Witham's  face  was  grim.  "  I'm  afraid  it  would 
not  suit  me  to  do  as  much  just  now,"  he  said.  "  Still, 
between  you  and  I,  do  you  believe  it  likely  that  I 
would  fly  at  that  kind  of  game." 

Dane  laughed  softly.  "  Well,"  he  said,  "  tastes 
differ,  and  the  girl  is  pretty,  while,  you  know,  after  all 
they're  very  much  the  same.  We  have,  however,  got 
to  look  at  the  thing  sensibly,  and  you  admit  you 
can't  deny  it." 

"  I  told  you  it  wouldn't  suit  me." 

"  Then  there  is  a  difference  ?  " 

Witham  nodded.  "  You  must  make  the'best  of 
that,  but  the  others  may  believe  exactly  what  they 
please.  It'will  be  a  favour  to  me  if  you  remember 
it." 

Dane  smiled  curiously.  "  ThenJI  think  it  is  enough 
for  me,  and  you  will  overlook"  my  presumption. 
Courthome,  I  wonder  now  and  then  when  I  shall 
altogether  understand  you  !  " 

"The  time  will  come,"  said  Witham  dryly,  to 
hide  what  he  felt ;  for  his  comrade's  simple  avowal 
had  been  wonderfully  eloquent.  Then  Dane  touched 
his  horse  with  his  heel  and  rode  away. 

It  was  two  or  three  weeks  later  when  Witham, 
being  requested  to  do  so,  drove  over  to  attend  one  of 
the  assemblies  at  Silverdale  Grange.  It  was  dark 
when  he  reached  the  house,  for  the  nights  were  draw- 
ing in ;  but  because  of  the  temperature,  few  of  the 
great  oil  lamps  were  lighted,  and  the  windows  were 
open  wide.  Somebody  had  just  finished  singing  when 
he  walked  into  the  big  general  room,  and  he  would 
have  preferred  another  moment  to  make  his  entrance, 
but  disdained  to  wait.  He,  however,  felt  a  momentary 
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-^  f^ranT-gufss^^'"  w^^^^^^^  -i-  so 

'"'^Aat  she  said  was  of  -  momer^but  the  facUh^^^^ 
she  had  received  him  ^^i^^*  f^^espec  iuUy  over 
»^  Ste^Tfhe\Mstrai,^t  and 

farmers  and  their  ww^fo-c^^^^^^^ 
warranty,  n"ght  have  b^n  w^  j^^^  ^^ 

P'^'^'^'tufTotd  htS  staUni  beside  Maud 
came  about,  ^^'J"tJ{^^t  him  anS  then  glanced 
?„rdfone  oftLTptn'^^^^ndows^o"^^^^^  which  one 
or  two  of  the  older  ^^^f^jl'^^th^ra  tentatively. 

^'^Ttet^assed  out  together  into  t^^^^^^ 
but  a  little  gleam  of  light  from  the^c^may 

STK^feniirgll.  5r C  a1  though  in  wait 

for  something.  „  ^       jj 

"  It  is  distinctly  cooler  here,    hf  sa>{^     ,.  j.  ;,  - 
Maud  Harrington  laughed  impatiently.       It  «, 
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moved  his  head  so  that  he  looked  out  upon  the  dusky 
prairie. 

"  Pshaw  !  "  she  said.  "  You  know  why  you  were 
brought  here  to-night." 

Witham  admired  her  courage,  but  did  not  turn 
round,  for  there  were  times  when  he  feared  his  will 
might  fail  him.  "  I  fancy  I  know  why  your  aunt 
was  so  gracious  to  me.  Do  you  know  that  her  con- 
fidence almost  hurts  me." 

"  Then  why  don't  you  vindicate  it  and  yourself  ? 
Dane  would  be  your  mouthpiece,  and  two  or  three 
words  would  be  sufficient." 

Witham  made  no  answer  for  a  space.  Somebody 
was  singing  in  the  room  behind  them,  and  through  the 
open  window  he  could  see  the  stars  in  the  soft  mdigo 
above  the  great  sweep  of  prairie.  He  noticed  them 
vacantly,  and  took  a  curious  impersonal  interest  in 
the  two  dim  figures  standing  close  together  outside 
the  window.  One  was  a  young  English  lad,  and  the 
other  a  girl  in  a  long  white  dress.  What  they  were 
doing  there  was  no  concern  of  his,  but  any  trifle 
that  diverted  his  attention  a  moment  was  welcome 
in  that  time  of  strain,  for  he  had  felt  of  late  that 
exposure  was  close  at  hand,  and  was  fiercely  anxious 
to  finish  his  work  before  it  came.  Maud  Harrington's 
finances  must  be  made  secure  before  he  left  Silverdale, 
and  he  must  remain  at  any  cost  until  the  wheat  was 
sold. 

Then  he  turned  slowly  towards  her.  "  It  is  not 
your  aunt's  confidence  that  huris  me  the  most." 

The  girl  looked  at  him  steadily,  the  colour  a  trifle 
plainer  in  her  face,  which  she  would  not  turn  from  the 
light,  and  a  growing  wonder  in  her  eyes. 

"  Lance,"  she  said,  "  we  both  know  that  it  is  not 
misplaced.  Still,  your  impassiveness  does  not  please 
us." 

Witham  groaned  inwardly,  and  the  swollen  veins 
showed  on  his  forehead.    His  companion  had  leaned 
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forward  a  little,  so  that  she  could  see  him,  and  one 
white  shoulder  almost  touched  his  own.  The  per- 
fume of  her  hair  was  in  his  nostrils,  andjwhenihe 
remembered  how  cold  she  had  once  been  to  him,  a 
longing  that  was  stronger  than  the  humiliation  that 
came  with  it  grew  almost  overwhelming.  Sstui,  oe- 
cause  of  her  very  trust  in  him,  there  was  a  wrong  he 
could  not  do,  and  it  dawned  on  him  that  a  means  oi 
placing  himself  beyond  further  temptation  was  open- 
ing to  him.  Maud  Barrington,  he  knew,  would  have 
scanty  sympathy  with  an  intrigue  of  the  kind  Lour- 
thome's  recent  adventure  pointed  to. 

"  You  mean,  why  do  I  not  deny  what  you  have  no 
doubt  htard  ?  "  he  said.  "  What  could  one  gam  by 
that  if  you  had  heard  the  truth  ?  " 

Maud  Barrington  laughed  softly.  Isn  t  the 
question  useless  ?  " 

"  No  "  said  Witham,  a  trifle  hoarsely  now. 

The  girl  touched  his  arm  almost  impenously  as  he 

turned  his  head  again.  

"  Lance,"  she  said,  "  men  of  vour  kmd  need  not 
deal  in  subterfuge.  The  whea  nd  the  bridge  you 
built  speak  for  you."  .  ,  .     .   j 

"  stSl "  persisted  Withe  "i,  and  the  girl  checked 

him  with  a  smile.  „ 

"  I  fancy  you  are  wasting  time,"  she  said.  Now, 
I  wonder  whether,  when  you  were  in  England,  you 
ever  saw  a  play  founded  on  an  incident  in  the  lite  ol  a 
once  famous  actor.  At  the  time  it  rather  appealed  to 
me  The  hero,  with  a  chivalric  purpose,  assumed 
various  shortcomings  he  had  really  no  sympathy  with 
—but  while  there  is,  of  course,  no  similanty  beyond 
the  generous  impulse  between  the  cases,  he  did  not 
do  it  clumsily.  It  is,  however,  a  trifle  difficult  to 
understand  what  purpose  you  co"ld  have  and  one 
cannot  help  fancying  that  you  owe  a  little  to  isUver- 
dale  and  yourself."  nnu^^ 

It  was  a  somewhat  daring  paraUel ;  for  Witham, 
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who  dare  not  look  at  his  companion  and  saw  that  he 
had  failed,  knew  the  play. 

''  Isn't  the  subject  a  trifle  difficult  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Then,"  said  Maud  Barrington,  "  we  will  end  it. 
Still,  you  promised  that  I  should  understand— a  good 
deal— when  the  time  came." 

Witham  nodded  gravely.    "  You  shall,"  he  said. 

Then,  somewhat  to  his  embarrassment,  the  two 
figures  moved  further  across  the  window,  and  as  they 
were  silhouetted  against  the  blue  duskiness,  he  saw 
that  there  was  an  arm  about  the  waist  of  the  girl's 
white  dress.  He  became  sensible  that  Maud  Har- 
rington saw  it  too,  and  then  that,  perhaps  to  save 
the  situation,  she  was  smiling.  The  two  figures, 
however,  vanished,  and  a  minute  later  a  young  girl  in 
a  long  white  dress  came  in  and  stood  still,  apparently 
dismayed,  when  she  saw  Maud  Barrington.  She  did 
not  notice  Witham,  who  sat  further  m  the  shadow. 
He,  however,  saw  her  face  suddenly  crimson. 

"  Have  you  been  here  long  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Yes,"  said  Maud  Barrington,  with  a  significant 
glance  towards  the  window.  "  At  least  ten  minutes. 
I  am  sorry,  but  I  really  couldn't  help  it.  It  was  very 
hot  in  the  other  room,  and  Allender  was  singing." 

"  Then,"  said  the  giri,  with  a  little  tremor  in  her 
voice,  "you  will  not  tell  ?  " 

"No,'  said  Maud  Barrington.  "  But  you  must  not 
do  it  again." 

The  girl  stooped  swiftly  and  kissed  her,  then 
recoiled  with  a  gasp  when  she  saw  the  man,  but 
Maud  Barrington  laughed. 

"  I  think,"  she  said,  "  I  can  answer  for  Mr.  Cour- 
thome's  silence.  Still,  when  I  have  an  opportunity, 
I  am  going  to  lecture  you." 

Witham  turned  with  a  twinkle  he  could  not  quite 
repress  in  his  eyes,  and  with  a  flutter  of  her  dress  the 
girl  whisked  away. 

"  I'm  afraid  this  makes  me  an  accessory,  but  I  can 
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only  neglect  my  manifest  duty,  which  would  be  to 
warn  her  mother,"  said  Maud  Barnnrton 

"Is  it  a  duty?"  asked  Witham,  feelmg  that  the 
further  he  drifted  away  from  the  previous  topic,  the 
better  it  would  be  for  him. 

"  Some  people  would  fancy  so,"  said  his  com- 
oanion.  "Lily  wiU  have  a  good  deal  of  money  by- 
and-bye,  and  she  is  very  young.  Atterly  has  nothing 
but  an  unprofitable  farm;  but  he  is  an  honest  lad, 
and  I  know  she  is  very  fond  of  him.  ,, 

"  And  would  that  count  against  the  dollars  :■ 

Maud  Harrington  laughed  a  little  "Yes,'  she 
said  quietly.  "I  think  it  would  if  the  girl  is  wise. 
Even  now  such  things  do  happen,  ;  but  I  fancy  it  is 
time  I  went  back  again."  .     u  ,„  i,o 

She  moved  away,  but  Witham  stayed  where  he 
was  unta  the  lad  came  in  with  a  cigar  in  his  hand 

"  HaUo,  Courthome  !  "  he  said.  "  Did  you  notice 
anybody  pass  the  window  a  httle  while  ago  ?^^ 

''  You  are  the  first  to  come  m  through  it,  said 
Witham  dryly.     "  The  kind  of  things  you  wear  admit 

°  The"lad  fianced  at  him  with  a  trace  of  embarrass- 

"  I  don't  quite  understand  you  ;  but  I  meant  a 
man."  he  said.  "  He  was  walkmg  curiously,  as  if  he 
was  half  asleep,  but  he  slipped  round  the  comer  of  the 
building,  and  I  lost  him."  ,    ^  ^  vu  ;„ 

Witham  laughed.  "There's  a  want  of  fmish  in 
the  tale,  but  you  needn't  worry  about  me.  1  dian  t 
see  a  man."  ,         ,  ,  ._  „_„_ 

"  There's  rather  less  wisdom  than  usual  m  your 
remarks  to-night ;  but  I  tell  you  I  saw  him,    said  the 

lad 

He  passed  on,  and  a  minute  later  there  was  a  cry 
from  the  inner  room.  "  It's  there  agam  !  Cant  you 
see  the  face  at  the  window  ?  " 

Witham  was  in  the  larger  room  next  moment,  ana 
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saw,  as  a  startled  girl  had  evidently  done,  a  face  that 
showed  distorted  and  white  to  phastlinp'ss  through 
the  window.  He  also  recognised  it,  and  1 .  :  ig  back 
through  the  hall  was  outside  in  anothei  i  .v  seconds. 
Courtncme  was  leaning  against  one  of  the  casements 
as  though  faint  with  weakness  or  pain,  and  collapsed 
when  Witham  dragged  him  backwards  into  tiie 
shadow.  He  had  scarcely  laid  him  down  when  the 
window  was  opened  and  Colonel  Barrington's 
shoulders  showed  black  against  the  light. 

"  Come  outside  alone,  sir,"  said  Witham. 

Barrington  did  so,  and  Witham  stood  so  that  no 
light  fell  on  the  pallid  face  in  the  grass.  "  It's  a  man 
I  have  dealings  with,"  he  said.  "  He  has  evidently 
ridden  out  from  the  settlement  and  fallen  from  his 
horse." 

"  Why  should  he  fall  ?  "  asked  the  Colonel. 

Witham  laughed.  "  There  is  a  perfume  about  him 
that  is  tolerably  conclusive.  I  was,  however,  on  the 
point  of  going,  and  if  you  will  tell  your  hired  man  to 
get  my  waggon  out,  I'll  take  him  away  quietly.  You 
can  make  light  of  the  affair  to  the  others." 

"  Yes,"  said  Barrington.  "  ITnless  you  think  the 
man  is  hurt,  that  would  be  best,  but  we'll  keep  him 
if  you  like." 

No,  sir.  I  couldn't  trouble  you,"  said  Witham 
hastily.  "  Men  of  his  kind  are  also  very  hard  to 
kill.;' 

Five  minutes  later  he  and  the  hired  man  hoisted 
Courthome  into  the  waggon  and  packed  some  hay 
about  him,  while,  soon  after  the  rattle  of  wheels  sank 
into  the  silence  of  the  prairie,  the  girl  Maud  Barring- 
ton had  spoken  to  rejoined  her  companion. 

"  Could  Courthome  have  seen  you  coming  in  ?  " 
he  asked. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  girl  blushing.     "  He  did." 

"  Then  it  can't  be  helped,  and,  after  all,  Courthome 
wouldn't  talk,  even  if  he  wasn't  what  he  is,"  said  the 
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lad.  "  You  don't  know  why,  and  I'm  not  going  to 
tell  you,  but  it  wouldn't  become  him." 

"  You  don't  mean  Maud  Harrington  ?  "  asked  his 
companion.  „  _      ,, 

"  No,"  said  the  lad  with  a  laugh.  Courthome  is 
not  like  me.  He  has  no  sense.  It's  quite  another 
kind  of  girl,  you  see." 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


COLONEL   HARRINGTON   IS  CONVINCED. 

It  was  not  until  early  morning  that  Courthome 
awakened  from  the  stupor  he  sank  into,  soon  after 
Witham  conveyed  him  into  his  homestead.  First, 
however,  h'-  asked  for  a  little  food,  and  ate  it  with 
apparent  difficulty.  When  Witham  came  in,  he 
looked  up  from  the  bed  where  he  lay,  with  the  dust 
still  white  upon  his  clothing,  and  his  face  showed 
grey  and  haggard  in  the  creeping  light. 

"  I'm  feeling  a  trifle  better  now,"  he  said  ;  "  still,  I 
scarcely  fancy  I  could  get  up  just  yet.  I  gave  you  a 
little  >urprise  last  night  ?  " 

Witham  nodded.  "  You  did.  Of  course,  I  knew 
how  murh  your  promise  was  worth,  but  in  view  of 
the  risks  you  ran,  I  had  not  expected  you  to  turn  ud 
at  the  Grange."  *^ 

"  The  risks  !  "  said  Courthome  with  an  unpleasant 
smile. 

"  Yes,"  said  Witham  wearily  ;  "  I  have  a  good  deal 
on  hand  I  would  like  to  finish  here,  and  it  will  not 
take  me  long,  but  I  am  quite  prepared  to  give  myself 
up  now,  if  it  is  necessary." 

Courthome  laughed.    "  I  don't  think  you  need, 

and  it  wouldn't  be  wise.    You  see,  even  if  you  made 

out  your  innocence,  which  you  couldn't  do,  you 

rendered  yourself  an  accessory  by  not  denouncing 
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me  long  ago.    I  fancy  we  can  come  to  an  under- 
standinl  which  would  be  pleasanter  to  both  of  us 

"  The  difficulty,"  said  Witham.  "  is  that  an  under- 
standing is  useless  when  made  with  a  man  who  never 

keeps  his  word."  ,    ,      ,i         v  «  „,;., 

"  WeU  "  said  Courthome  dryly,  we  shall  gain 
nothing  by  paying  each  other  compliments,  and 
whether  you  believe  it  or  otherwise,  it  was  not  by 
intention  I  turned  up  at  the  Grange.  I  was  coming 
here  from  a  place  west  of  the  settlement,  and  you 
can  see  that  I  have  been  il  if  you  look  at  nie  I 
counted  too  much  on  my  strength  couldnt  find  a 
homestead  where  I  could  get  anythmg  to  eat,  and 
ihrrest  may  be  accounted  for  by  the  execrable 
teandy  I  haS  with  me.  Anyway,  the  horse  threw 
me  and  made  off,  and  after  lying  under  some  willows 
ri^  deal  of  the  day,  I  dragged  myself  along  until 

^  ^ThacTaid  Witham,  "is  beside  the  question. 
What  do  you  want  of  me  ?  Dollars,  m  all  probabUity . 
Well,  vou  will  not  get  them."  ,.         .  „ 

"  I'm  afraid  I'm  scarcely  fit  for  a  discussion  now 
said  Courthome.    "  The  fact  is  it  hurts  me  to  talk 
and  there's  an  aggressiveness  about  you  which  isn  t 
Dleasant  to  a  badly-shaken  man.    Wait  untU  this 
Sg,  but  there  Is  no  necessity  for  j;ou  to  nde  to 
the  outpost  before  you  have  heard  me. 

'•  I'm  not  sure  it  would  be  advisable  to  leave  you 
here  "  said  Witham  dryly. 

Courttiome  smUed  ironically.  "  Use  your  eyes 
Would  anyone  expect  me  to  get  up  and  indulge  m  a 
fresh  folly?  Leave  me  a  little  brandy-I  need  it 
-Ind  go  about  your  work.  You'll  certainly  find  me 
here  when  you  want  me."  . 

Witham,  glancine  at  the  man's  ^fj^^onf^^^^^^' 
very  probable,  and  went  out.  He  found  hK  cook, 
wh?  cCld  be  trusted,  and  said  to  him,  '  The  man 
yonder  is  tolerably  sick,  and  you'll  let  him  have  a 
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little  brandy  and  something  to  eat  when  he  asks  for 
It.  Still,  you'll  bring  the  decanter  away  with  you, 
and  lock  him  in  whenever  you  go  out." 

The  man  nodded,  and  making  a  hasty  breakfast, 
Witham,  who  had  business  at  several  outlying  farms, 
mounted  and  rode  away.  It  was  evening  before  he 
returned,  and  found  Courthorne  lying  in  a  big  chair 
with  a  cigar  in  his  hand,  languidly  debonair  but 
apparently  ill.  His  face  was  curiously  pallid,  and  his 
eyes  dimmer  than  they  had  been,  but  there  was  a 
sardonic  twinkle  in  them. 

"  You  take  a  look  at  the  decanter,"  said  the  man, 
who  went  up  with  Witham,  carrying  a  lamp.  "  He's 
been  wanting  brandy  all  the  time,  but  it  doesn't  seem 
to  have  muddled  him." 

Witham  dismissed  the  man  and  sat  down  in  front 
of  Courthorne. 

"  Well  ?  "  he  said. 

Courthorne  laughed.  "  You  ought  to  be  a  witty 
man,  though  one  would  scarcely  charge  you  with 
that.  You  surmised  correctly  this  morning.  It  is 
dollars  I  want." 

"  You  had  my  answer." 

"  Of  course.  Still,  I  don't  want  very  many  in  the 
meanwhile,  and  you  haven't  heard  what  led  up  to 
the  demand,  or  why  I  came  back  to  you.  You  are 
evidently  not  curious,  but  I'm  going  to  tell  you. 
Soon  after  I  left  you,  I  fell  very  sick,  and  lay  in  the 
saloon  of  a  httle  desolate  settlement  for  days.  The 
place  was  suffocating,  and  the  wind  blew  the  alkali 
dust  in.  They  had  only  horrible  brandy,  and  bitter 
water  to  drink  it  with,  and  I  lay  there  on  my  back, 
panting,  with  the  flies  crawling  over  me.  I  knew  if  I 
stayed  any  longer  it  would  finish  me,  and  when  there 
came  a  merciful  cool  day  I  got  myself  into  the  saddle 
and  started  off  to  find  you.  I  don't  quite  know  how  I 
made  the  journey,  and  during  a  good  deal  of  it  I 
couldn't  see  the  prairie,  but  I  knew  you  would  feel 
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there  was  an  obligation  on  you  to  do  something  for 
me.    Of  course,  I  could  put  it  differently." 

Witham  had  as  little  liking  for  Courthorne  as  he 
had  ever  had,  but  he  remembered  the  time  When  he 
had  lam  very  sick  in  his  lonely  log  hut.  He  also 
remembered  that  everything  he  now  held  belonged 

to  this  man.  . ,  ,       ,    .  .    , 

"  You  made  the  bargam,"  he  said,  less  decisively. 
Courthorne  nodded.  "  Still,  I  fancy  one  of  the 
conditions  could  be  modified.  Now,  if  I  wait  for 
another  three  months  I  may  be  dead  before  the 
reckoning  come?,  and  while  that  probably  wouldn  t 
grieve  you,  I  could,  when  it  appeared  advisable, 
send  for  a  magistrate  and  make  a  deposition." 

"  You  could,"  said  Witham.  "  I  have,  however, 
something  of  the  same  kind  in  contemplation. 

Courthorne  smiled  curiously.  "  I  don't  know  that 
it  will  be  necessary.  Carry  me  on  until  you  have 
sold  your  crop,  and  then  make  a  reasonable  offer, 
and  it's  probable  you  may  still  keep  what  you  have 
at  Silverdale.  To  be  quite  frank,  I've  a  notion  that 
my  time  in  this  world  is  tolerably  limited,  and  I  want 
a  last  taste  of  all  it  has  to  offer  a  man  of  my  capacities 
before  I  leave  it.    One  is  a  long  while  dead,  you 

Witham  nodded,  for  he  understood.  He  had  also 
during  the  grim  cares  of  the  lean  years  known  the 
fierce  longing  for  one  deep  draught  of  the  wine  of 
pleasure,  whatever  it  afterwards  cost  him. 

"  It  was  that  which  induced  you  to  look  for  a  little 
relaxation  at  the  settlement  at  my  expense,"  he  said. 
"  A  trifle  paltry,  wasn't  it  ?  "  .     ^  , 

Courthorne  laughed.  "  It  seems  you  doi.  t  know 
me  yet.  That  was  a  frolic,  indulged  in  out  of  humour, 
for  your  benefit.  You  see,  your  role  demanded  a 
good  deal  more  ability  than  you  ever  displayed  in  it, 
Ind  it  did  not  seem  fitting  that  a  very  puntamcal 
and  priggish  person  should  pose  as  me  at  bilverdale. 
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The  little  affair  was  the  one  touch  of  verisimilitude 
about  the  thing.  No  doubt  my  worthy  connections 
are  grievmg  over  your  lapse." 

"  My  sense  of  humour  had  never  much  chance  of 
developmg,"  said  Witham  grimly.  "  What  is  the 
matter  vnth  you  ?  " 

"n^u^°"'*^    hemorrhage!"    said    Courthome. 

mhaps  It  was  born  in  me,  but  I  never  had  much 
trouble  until  after  that  night  in  the  snow  at  the  river. 
Would  you  care  to  hear  about  it  ?  We're  not  fond 
of  each  other,  but  after  the  steer-drivers  I've  been 
herding  with,  it's  a  relief  to  talk  to  a  man  of  moderate 
mtelligence." 

"^  Go  on,"  said  Witham. 

"  Well,"  said  Courthome,  "  when  the  trooper  was 
close  behind  me,  my  horse  went  through  the  ice, 
but  somehow  I  crawled  out.  We  were  almost  across 
the  nver,  and  it  was  snowing  fast,  whUe  I  had  a  fancy 
that  I  might  have  saved  the  horse,  but,  as  the  trooper 
would  probably  have  seen  a  mounted  man,  I  let  him 
go.  The  stream  sucked  him  under,  and,  though  you 
may  not  believe  it,  I  felt  very  mean  when  I  saw 
nothmg  but  the  hole  in  the  ice.  Then,  as  the 
troopers  didn't  seem  inclined  to  cross,  I  went  on 
through  the  snow,  and,  as  it  happened,  blundered 
across  Jardine's  old  shanty.  There  was  still  a  little 
praine  hay  in  the  place,  and  I  lay  in  it  untU  mon  ng, 
dragging  fresh  armfuls  around  me  as  I  burnt  it  ii  the 
stove.  Did  you  ever  spend  a  night,  wet  through,  m  a 
place  that  was  ten  to  twenty  under  freezing  >  " 

"Yes,"  said  Witham  dryly.  "I  have  done  it 
twice." 

"Well,"  said  Courthome,  "I  fancy  that  night 
narrowed  in  my  Ufe  for  me,  but  I  made  out  across  the 
praine  m  the  morning,  and  as  we  had  a  good  many 
inends  up  and  down  the  country,  one  of  them  took 
care  of  me." 

Witham  sat  silent  a  while.    The  story  had  held  his 
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attention,  and  the  frankness  of  the  man  who  lay 
panting  a  Mttle  in  his  chair  had  its  effect  on  hiin^ 
There  was  no  sound  from  the  praine,  and  the  house 

"'"  wJJdSyou  kiU  Shannon  ?  ".  he  asked  at  length 
"Is  anyone  quite  sure  of  his  motives?  said 
Courthorne  "The  lad  had  done  somethmg  which 
w°as  dSt  to  forgive  him.  but  I  think  I  wouW  have 
let  him  eo  if  he  hadn't  recognised  me.  The  woria  is 
toleS  good  to  the  man  who  has  no  scruples  you 
see  and  f  took  all  it  offered  me,  while  it  did  not 
seem  fitting  that  Tclod  of  a  trooper  without  capacity 
f^n^oSt,  or  much  more  sensibility  than  the 
teastXTode,' should  put  an  end  to  ^U  my  oppo  - 
tunities.  ■  StiU,  it  was  only  when  he  tried  to  warn  tus 
comrades  he  threw  his  last  chance  away.         . 

Wrtham  shivered  a  Uttle  at  the  dispassionate 
brSdity  of  thlspeech,  and  then  checked  the  anger 

^'?^VXor?^?orfoUy.hasputitoutofmvpow^^^^ 
to  denounce  you  without  abandonmg  what  I  have  set 
my  heart  upL,  and  after  all  it  is  ",0*  7,^S|^«^d 
he  said  "I  will  give  you  five  hundred  doUars  ana 
J^u  can  go  to  ChW  or  Montref  a„d  considt  a 
soecialist  If  the  money  is  exhausted  before  1  sena 
for  vou  i  will  pay  your\otel  bills,  but  every,  doUar 
SSlCdedrcted  when  we  come  to  the  reckoning, 
Tourthorne  laughed  a  little  "You  had  better 
make  it  seven-fifty.    Five  hundred  dollars  wiU  not 

^°4'?en"y:f wTll-have  to  husband  them."  said 
Witham  dA^ly.  "  I  am  paying  you  at  a  rate  a«eed 
u^n  f"  tS  Ise  of  your  land  and  smaE  bank  b^an^e 
hS^ded  me,  and  want  all  of  it.  The  rent  is  a^ai;^ 
one  in  face  of  the  fact  that  a  good  deal  of  the  farm 
consisted  of  virgin  praine,  which  can  be  had  from 
the  Government  for  nothing. 
He  said  nothing  further,  and  soon  after  he  went 
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out  Courthome  went  to  sleep,  but  Witham  sat  by  an 
open  window  with  a  burned-out  cigar  in  his  hand, 
staring  at  the  prairie  while  the  night  wore  through, 
until  he  rose  with  a  shiver  in  the  chill  of  early 
morning  to  commence  his  task  again. 

A  few  days  later  he  saw  Courthorne  safely  into  a 
sleeping  car  with  a  ticket  for  Chicago  in  his  pocket, 
and  felt  that  a  load  had  been  lifted  off  his  shoulders 
when  the  train  rolled  out  of  the  little  prairie  station. 
Another  week  had  passed  when,  riding  home  one 
evening,  he  stopped  at  the  Grange,  and,  as  it  happened, 
found  Maud  Harrington  alone.  She  received  him 
without  any  visible  restraint,  but  he  realised  that  all 
that  had  passed  at  their  last  meeting  was  to  be 
tacitly  ignored. 

"  Has  your  visitor  recovered  yet  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  So  far  as  to  leave  my  place,  and  I  was  not 
anxious  to  keep  him,"  said  Witham  with  a  little 
laugh.     "  I  am  sorry  he  disturbed  you." 

Maud  Harrington  seemed  thoughtful ;  "  I  scarcely 
think  the  man  was  to  blame." 

"  No  ?  "  said  Witham. 

The  girl  looked  at  him  curiously,  and  shook  her 
head.  "  No,"  she  said.  "  I  heard  my  uncle's 
explanation,  but  it  was  not  convincing.  I  saw  the 
man's  face." 

It  was  several  seconds  before  Witham  answered, 
and  then  he  took  the  bold  course. 

"  Well  ?  "  he  said. 

Maud  Harrington  made  a  curious  little  gesture.  "  I 
knew  I  had  seen  it  before  at  the  bridge,  but  that  was 
not  all.  It  was  vaguely  familiar,  and  I  felt  I  ought 
to  know  it.    It  reminded  me  of  somebody." 

"  Of  me  ?  "  and  Witham  laughed. 

"  No.  There  was  a  resemblance,  but  it  was  very 
superficial.  That  man's  face  had  little  in  common 
with  yours." 

"tiiese  faint  likenesses  are  not  unusual,"  said 
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Witham,  and  once  more  Maud  Barrington  looked  at 
him  steadily. 

"  No,"  she  said.  "  Of  course  not.  Well,  we  will 
conclude  that  my  fancies  ran  away  with  me,  and  be 
practical.    What  is  wheat  doing  just  now  ?  " 

"Rising  still,"  said  Witham,  and  regretted  the 
alacrity  with  which  he  had  seized  the  opportunity 
of  changing  the  topic  when  he  saw  that  it  had  not 
escaped  the  notice  of  his  companion.  "  You  and  I 
and  a  few  others  will  be  rich  this  year."        „  .    ,  . 

"  Yes,  but  I  am  afraid  some  of  the  rest  will  find  it 
has  only  further  anxieties  for  them." 

"I  fancy,"  said  Witham,  "  you  are  thinking  of  one. 

Maud  Barrington  nodded.    "  Yes  ;  I  am  sorry  for 

"Then  it  would  please  you  if  I  tried  to  straighten 
out  things  for  him  ?  It  would  be  difficult,  but  I 
believe  it  could  be  accomplished."  ^  ^  ^, 

Maud  Barrington's  eyes  were  grateful,  but  there 
was  something  that  Witham  could  not  fathom  behind 

her  smile. 

"  If  you  undertook  it.  One  could  almost  believe 
you  had  the  wonderful  lamp,"  she  said. 

Witham  smiled  somewhat  dryly.  '  Then  aU  its 
virtues  will  be  tested  to-night.  a;id  I  had  better  make 
a  commencement  while  I  have  the  courage.  Colonel 
Barrington  is  in  ?  "  . 

Maud  Barrington  went  with  him  to  the  door,  and 
then  laid  her  hand  i  moment  on  his  arm.  "  Lance, 
she  said,  with  a  little  tremor  in  her  voice,  '  if  there 
was  a  time  when  our  distrust  hurt  you,  it  has  recoiled 
upon  our  heads.  You  have  returned  it  with  a 
splendid  generosity." 

Witham  did  not  trust  hunself  to  answer,  but 
walked  straight  to  Barrington's  room,  and  finding  the 
door  open  went  quietly  in.  The  head  of  the  Silver- 
dale  settlement  was  sitting  at  a  littered  table  m 
front  of  a  shaded  lamp,  and  the  light  that  fell  upon  it 
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showed  the  care  in  his  face.  It  grew  a  trifle  grimmer 
when  he  saw  the  younger  man. 

"  Will  you  sit  down  ?  "  he  said.  "  I  have  been 
looking  for  a  visit  from  you  for  some  little  time.  It 
would  nave  been  more  fitting  had  you  made  it  earlier." 

Witham  nodded  as  he  took  a  chair.  "  I  fancy  I 
understand  you,  but  I  have  nothing  that  you  expect 
to  hear  to  tell  you,  sir." 

"  That,"  said  Harrington,  "  is  unfortunate.  Now, 
it  is  not  my  business  to  pose  as  a  censor  on  the  con- 
duct of  any  man  here,  except  when  it  affects  the 
community,  but  their  friends  have  sent  out  a  good 
many  young  English  lads,  some  of  whom  have  not 
been  too  discreet  in  the  old  country,  to  me.  They  did 
not  do  so  solely  that  I  might  teach  them  farming.  A 
charge  of  that  kind  is  no  light  responsibility,  and  I 
look  for  assistance  from  the  men  who  have  almost  as 
large  a  stake  as  I  have  in  the  prosperity  of  Silverdale." 

'  Have  you  ever  seen  me  do  anything  you  could 
consider  prejudicial  to  it  ?  "  asked  Witham. 

"  I  have  not,"  said  Colonel  Harrington. 

"  And  it  was  by  her  own  wish  Miss  Harrington, 
who,  I  fancy,  is  seldom  mistaken,  asked  me  to  the 
Grange  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  good  plea,"  said  Harrington.  "  I  cannot 
question  anything  my  sister  does." 

"  Then  we  will  let  it  pass,  though  I  am  afraid  you 
will  consider  what  I  am  going  to  ask  a  further  pre- 
sumption. You  have  forward  wheat  to  deliver,  and 
find  It  difficult  to  obtain  it  ?  " 

Harrington's  smile  was  somewhat  grim.  "  In  both 
cases  you  have  surmised  correctly." 

Witham  nodded.  "  Still,  it  is  not  mere  in(juisitive- 
ness,  sir.  I  fancy  I  am  the  only  man  at  Silverdale 
who  can  understand  your  difficulties,  and,  what  is 
more  to  the  point,  suggest  a  means  of  obviating 
them.  You  still  expect  to  buy  at  lower  prices  before 
the  time  to  make  delivery  comes  ?  "^ 
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Again  the  care  crept  into  Barrington's  face,  and  \k 
Silt  silent  for  almost  a  minute.  Then  he  said,  very 
slowly,  "  I  feel  that  I  should  resent  the  Question, 
but  I  will  answer.    It  is  what  I  hope  to  do. 

"  Well,"  said  Witham,  "  I  am  afraid  you  will  find 
prices  higher  still.  There  is  very  little  wheat  in  Min- 
nesota this  year,  and  what  there  was  in  Dakota  was 
cut  down  by  hail.  Millers  in  St.  Paul  and  Minne- 
apolis are  anxious  already,  and  there  is  talk  of  a 
big  comer  in  Chicago.  Nobody  is  offering  again, 
while  you  know  what  land  lies  fallow  in  Manitoba, 
and  the  activity  of  their  brokers  shows  the  fears  of 
Winnipeg  millers  with  contracts  on  hand.  This  is 
not  my  opinion  alone.  I  can  convince  you  from  the 
papers  and  market  reports  I  see  before  you." 

Barrington  could  not  controvert  the  unpleasant 
truth  he  was  still  endeavouring  to  shut  his  eyes  to. 
"  The  demand  from  the  East  may  slacken,"  he  said. 

Witham  shook  his  head.  "  Russia  can  give  them 
nothing.  There  was  a  failure  in  the  Indian  monsoon, 
and  South  American  crops  were  small.  Now,  I  am 
going  to  take  a  further  lioerty.  How  much  are  you 
short  ?  " 

Barrington  was  never  sure  why  he  told  him,  but  he 
was  hard  pressed  then,  and  there  was  a  quiet  force- 
fulness  about  the  younger  man  that  had  its  effect  on 
him.  "That,"  he  said,  holding  out  a  document, 
"  is  the  one  contract  I  have  not  covered." 

Witham  glanced  at  it.  "  The  quantity  is  small. 
Still,  money  is  very  scarce,  and  bank  interest  almost 
extortionate  just  now." 

Barrington  flushed  a  trifle,  and  there  was  anger 
in  his  face.  He  knew  the  fact  that  his  loss  on  this 
sale  should  cause  him  anxiety  was  significant,  aii<l 
that  Witham  had  surmised  the  condition  of  his 
finances  tolerably  correctly. 

"  Have  you  not  gone  quite  far  enough  ?  "  he  said. 

Witham  nodded.    "  I  fancy  I  need  ask  no  more, 
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*'r-  Y°"  *^*"  ^^^rcely  buy  the  wheat,  and  the  banks 
wU  advance  nothing  further  on  what  you  huvc  to 
offer  at  Silverdale.  It  would  be  perilous  to  put 
yourself  in  the  hands  of  a  mortgage-brokor." 

Harrington  stood  up  very  grim  and  straight,  and 
there  were  not  many  men  at  Silverdale  who  would 
have  met  his  gaze. 

"  Your  content  is  a  little  too  apparent,  but  I  can 
stul  resent  an  impertinence,"  he  said.  "  Are  my 
affairs  your  business  ?  " 

"  Sit  down,  sir,"  said  Witham.  "  I  fancy  they  are, 
and  had  it  not  been  necessary,  I  would  not  have 
ventured  so  far.  You  have  done  much  for  Silverdale, 
and  it  has  cost  you  a  good  deal,  while  it  seems  to  me 
that  every  man  here  has  a  duty  to  the  head  of  the 
settlement.  I  am,  however,  not  going  to  urge  that 
I>oint,  but  have,  as  you  know,  a  propensity  for  taking 
nsks.  I  can't  help  it.  It  was  probably  born  in  me. 
Now,  I  will  take  that  contract  up  for  you." 

Harrington  gazed  at  him  in  bewildered  astonish- 
ment. "  But  you  would  lose  on  it  heavily.  How 
could  you  overcome  a  difficulty  that  is  too  great  for 
me  ?  " 

''  WeU,"  said  Witham  with  a  little  smile,  "  it  seems 
I  have  some  abihty  in  dealing  with  these  affairs." 

Barrington  did  not  answer  for  a  while,  and  when 
he  spoke  it  was  slowly.  "  You  have  a  wonderful 
capacity  for  making  anyone  believe  in  you." 

"  That  is  not  the  point,"  said  Witham.  "  If  you 
will  let  me  have  the  contract,  or,  and  it  comes  to 
the  same  thing,  buy  the  wheat  it  calls  or,  and  if 
advisable  sell  as  much  again,  exactly  as  I  tell  you,  at 
my  risk  and  expense,  I  shall  get  what  I  want  out  of  it. 
My  affairs  are  a  trifle  complicated,  and  it  would  take 
some  little  time  to  make  you  understand  how  this 
would  suit  me.  In  the  meanwhile  you  can  give  me  a 
mere  I  O  U  for  the  difference  between  what  you  sold 
at,  and  the  price  to-day,  to  be  paid  without  interest 
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and  whenever  it  suits  you.    It  isn't  very  formal,  but 
you  wJl  have  to  trust  me," 

Harrington  moved  twice  up  and  down  tlu-  room 
before  he  turned  to  the  younger  man.  "  Lance,"  he 
said,  when  you  first  came  liere,  any  deal  of  this  kind 
between  us  would  have  been  out  of  the  question 
Now,  It  IS  only  your  due  to  teU  you  that  I  have  been 
wrong  from  the  beginning,  and  you  have  a  good  deal 

"I  think  we  need  not  go  into  that,"  said  Witham, 
with  a  htUe  smile.  "  This  is  a  business  deal,  and  if 
It  hadn  t  sifted  me  I  would  not  have  made  it." 

He  went  out  in  another  few  minutes  with  a  little 
strip  of  paper,  and  just  before  he  left  the  Grange 
placed  It  in  iMaud  Barrington's  hand. 

You  will  not  ask  any  questions,  but  if  ever 

^1°*K  ?mT"S*?"  '^  "°*  ^"^^  t°  yo".  you  can  show 
Iiim  that,    he  said. 

He  had  gone  in  another  moment,  but  the  eirl 
comprehending  dimly  what  he  had  done,  stood  still 
staring  at  the  paper  with  a  warmth  in  her  cheeks  and 
a  mistiness  in  her  eyes. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

SERGEANT  ST.MSO.N    CON.tRMS    „rs   SUSPICIONS 

W  the  faint  wholesote'rhf,^tto'u^g1.?tr^^^ 
Ine  latter  was,  however  tpUpvo/I  k„   *  ='"^«='y  grey. 

We  wiU  get  down  and  walk  towards  the  wheat  " 
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he  said.    "  It  is  a  good  crop,  and  Lance  is  to  be 
envied." 

"  Still,"  said  Miss  Barrington,  "  he  deserved  it,  and 
those  sheaves  stand  for  more  than  the  toil  that 
brought  them  there." 

"  Of  course !  "  said  the  Colonel  with  a  curious 
little  smile.  "  For  rashness,  I  fancied,  when 
they  showed  the  first  blade  above  the  clod,  but 
I  am  less  sure  of  it  now.  Well,  the  wheat  is 
even  finer." 

A  man  who  came  up  took  charge  of  the  horses,  and 
the  party  walked  in  silence  towards  the  wheat.  It 
stretched  before  them  in  a  vast  parallelogram,  and 
while  the  oats  were  the  pale  gold  of  the  austral,  there 
was  the  tint  of  the  ruddier  metal  of  their  own  North- 
West  in  this.  It  stood  tall  and  stately,  murmuring 
as  the  sea  does,  until  it  ;■:  lied  before  a  stronger  pun 
of  breeze  in  waves  of  ochre,  through  which  the  warm 
bronze  gleamed  when  its  rhythmic  patter  swelled 
into  deeper-toned  harmonies.  There  was  that  in  the 
elfin  music  and  blaze  of  colour  which  appealed  to 
sensual  ear  and  eye,  and  something  wmch  struck 
deeper  still,  as  it  did  in  the  days  men  poured  libations 
on  the  fruitful  soil,  and  white-robed  priest  blessed  it, 
when  the  world  was  young. 

Maud  Barrington  felt  it  vaguely,  but  she  recognised 
more  clearly,  as  her  aunt  had  done,  the  faith  and 
daring  of  the  sower.  The  earth  was  very  bountiful, 
but  that  wheat  had  not  come  there  of  itself  ;  and  she 
knew  the  man  who  had  called  it  up  had  done  more 
than  bear  his  share  of  the  primeval  curse  which, 
however,  was  apparently  more  or  less  evaded  at 
SUverdale.  Even  when  the  issue  appeared  hopeless, 
the  courage  that  held  him  resolute  in  face  of  others' 
fears,  and  the  greatness  of  his  projects,  had  appealed 
to  her,  and  it  almost  counted  for  less  that  he  hail 
achieved  success.  Then,  glancing  further  across  the 
billowing  grain  she  saw  him — still,  as  it  seemed  it  had 


STIMSON  CONFIRMS  SUSPICIONS      263 

rattling  machine     Hk^n^!      ^'^^I'lving-seat  of  a 
rattkthat  sweU^d  rn\?„wP''"«  ^"^  "'«  "^^h  and 

It  IS  very  well  done,"  he  said      "  Th^  u    ^    , 
Mood  his  thmghl,  j«,t  u,,;!*'"  """^  "■«  ™*f- 


264 


THE  IMPOSTOR. 


when  everybody's  crop  is  good,  the  price  comes  down, 
the  man  who  gets  the  prize  is  the  one  who  shows  the 
way." 

"He  was  content  to  face  the  risk,"  said  Miss 
Harrington.  ,         ,,   ,     ,, 

"  Of  course,"  said  the  Colonel  quietly.  I  should 
be  the  last  to  make  light  of  his  foresight  and  courage. 
Indeed,  I  am  glad  I  can  acknowledge  it,  in  more  ways 
than  one,  for  I  have  felt  lately  that  I  am  getting  an 
old  man.  Still,  there  is  one  with  greater  capacities 
ready  to  step  into  my  shoes  ;  and  though  it  was  long 
before  I  could  overcome  my  prejudice  against  him,  I 
think  I  should  now  be  content  to  let  him  have  them. 
Whatever  Lance  may  have  been,  he  was  born  a 
gentleman,  and  blood  is  bound  to  tell." 

Maud  Harrington,  who  was  of  a  patrician  parent- 
age, and  would  not  at  one  time  have  questioned  this 
assertion,  wondered  wny  she  felt  less  sure  of  it  just 
then. 

"  But  if  he  had  not  been,  would  not  what  he  has 
done  be  sufficient  to  vouch  for  him  ?  "  she  said. 

Harrington  smiled  a  little,  and  the  girl  felt  that  her 
question  was  useless  as  she  glanced  at  him.  He  sat 
very  straight  in  his  saddle,  immaculate  in  dress,  with 
a  gloved  hand  on  his  hip  and  a  stamp  which  he  had 
inherited,  with  the  thinly-covered  pride  that  usually 
accompanies  it,  from  generations  of  a  similar  type,  on 
his  clean-cut  face.  It  was  evidently  needless  to  look 
for  any  sympathy  with  that  view  from  him. 

"  My  dear,"  he  said,  "  there  are  things  at  which  the 
others  can  beat  us  ;  but,  after  all,  I  do  not  think  they 
are  worth  the  most ;  and  while  Lance  has  occasionally 
exliibited  a  few  undesirable  characteristics,  no  doubt 
acquired  in  tliis  country,  and  has  not  been  always 
blameless,  the  fact  that  he  is  a  Courthome  at  once 
covers  and  accounts  for  a  good  deal." 

Then  Witham  recognised  them,  and  made  a  sign 
to  one  of  the  men  behmd  him  as  he  hauled  liis  binder 
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clear  of  the  wheat.  He  had  dismounted  in  another 
minute  and  came  towards  them,  witli  the  jacket  he 
had  not  wholly  succeeded  in  struggling  into  loose 
about  his  shoulders. 

"  It  is  almost  time  I  gave  my  team  a  rest,"  he  said. 
"  Will  you  come  with  me  to  the  house  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Colonel  Harrington.  "  Wo  only 
stopped  in  passing.    The  crop  will  harvest  well." 

"  Yes,"  said  Witham,  turning  with  a  little  smile  to 
Miss  Barrington.  "  Better  than  I  expected,  and 
prices  are  still  moving  up.  You  will  remember, 
madam,  who  it  was  wished  me  good  fortune.  It  lias 
undeniably  come  !  " 

"  Then,"  said  the  white-haired  lady,  "  next  year  I 
will  do  as  much  again,  though  it  will  be  a  little  un- 
necessary, because  you  have  my  good  wishes  all  the 
time.  Still,  you  are  too  prosaic  to  fancy  they  can 
have  anything  to  do  with — this." 

She  pointed  to  the  wheat,  but  though  Witham 
smiled  again,  there  was  a  curious  expression  in  his 
face  as  he  glanced  at  her  niece. 

"  I  certainly  do,  and  your  good-will  has  made  a 
greater  difference  than  you  realise  to  me,"  he  said. 

Miss  Barrington  looked  at  him  steadily.  "  Lance," 
she  said,  "  there  is  something  about  you  and  your 
speeches  that  occasionally  puzzles  me.  Now,  of 
course,  that  was  the  only  rejoinder  you  could  make, 
but  I  fancied  you  meant  it." 

"  I  did,"  said  Witham,  with  a  trace  of  grimness  in 
his  smile.  "  Still,  isn't  it  better  to  tell  anyone  too 
little  rather  than  too  much  ?  " 

"  Well,"  said  Miss  Barrington,  "  you  are  going  to 
be  franker  with  me  by-and-bye.  Now,  my  brother 
has  been  endeavouring  to  convince  us  that  you  owe 
your  success  to  qualities  inherited  from  bygone 
Courthornes." 

Witham  did  not  answer  for  a  moment,  ;ind  then  he 
laughed.    "  I  fancy  Colonel  Barrington  is  wrong," 
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he  said.  "  Don't  you  think  there  are  latent  capabili- 
ties in  every  man,  though  only  one  here  and  there  gets 
an  opportunity  of  using  them  ?  In  any  case,  wouldn't 
it  be  pleasantcr  for  anyone  to  feel  that  his  virtues 
were  his  own  and  not  those  of  his  family  ?  " 

Miss  Barrington's  eyes  twinkled,  but  she  shook  her 
head.  "  That,"  she  said,  "  would  be  distinctly  wrong 
of  him,  but  I  fancy  it  is  time  we  were  getting  on." 

In  another  few  minutes  Colonel  Harrington  took  up 
the  reins,  and  as  they  drove  slowly  past  the  wheat  his 
niece  had  another  view  of  the  toihng  teams.  They 
were  moving  on  tirelessly  with  their  leader  in  front  of 
them,  and  the  rasp  of  the  knives,  trample  of  hoofs, 
and  clash  of  the  binders'  wooden  arms  once  more 
stirred  her.  She  had  heard  those  sounds  often  before, 
and  attached  no  significance  to  them  ;  but  now  she 
knew  a  little  of  the  stress  and  effort  that  preceded 
them ;  she  could  hear  through  the  turmoil  the 
exultant  note  of  victory. 

Then  the  waggon  rolled  more  slowly  up  the  rise 
and  had  passed  from  view  behind  it  when  a  mounted 
man  rode  up  to  Witham  with  an  envelope  in  his 
hand. 

"  Mr.  Macdonald  was  in  at  the  settlement,  and  the 
telegraph  clerk  gave  it  him,"  he  said.  "  He  told  me 
to  come  along  with  it." 

Witham  opened  the  message,  and  his  face  grew 
grim  as  he  read,  "  Send  me  five  hundred  doUars. 
Urgent." 

Then  he  thrust  it  into  his  pocket  and  went  on  with 
his  harvesting,  when  he  had  thanked  the  man.  He 
also  worked  until  dusk  was  creeping  up  across  the 
prairie  before  he  concerned  himself  further  about  the 
affair  ;  and  then  the  note  he  wrote  was  laconic. 

"  Enclosed  you  will  find  fifty  dollars,  sent  only 
because  you  may  be  ill.  In  case  of  necessity,  you 
can  forward  your  doctor's  or  hotel  bills,"  it  ran. 

It  was  with  a  wry  smile  he  watdied  the  man  ride 
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off  towards  the  settlement  with  it.  "  I  shall  not  be 
sorry  when  th.  climax  comes,"  he  said.  "  The  strain 
IS  telling." 

In  the  meanwhUe,  Sergeant  Stimson  had  been 
quietly  renewmg  his  acquaintance  with  certain  ran- 
diers  and  herders  of  sheep  scattered  across  the 
Albertan  prairie  some  six  hundred  miles  away.  They 
found  him  more  communicative  and  cordial  than  he 
used  to  be,  and  with  one  or  two  he  unbent  so  far  as 
m  the  face  of  the  regulations,  to  refresh  himself  with 
whisky  which  had  contributed  nothing  to  the 
Canadian  revenue.  Now,  the  lonely  ranchers  have 
as  a  rule,  few  opportunities  of  friendly  talk  with  any- 
body, and  as  they  responded  to  the  sergeant's 
geniahty,  he  became  acquainted  with  a  good 
many  facts,  some  of  which  confirmed  certain 
vague  suspi-ions  of  his,  though  others  astonished 
hun.  In  consequence  of  this,  he  rode  o-  *  one 
night  with  two  or  three  troopers  of  a  Western 
squadron. 

His  apparent  business  was  somewhat  prosaic. 
Musquash,  the  Blackfoot,  in  place  of  ren-  ning 
quietly  on  his  reserve,  had  in  a  state  of  inebriation 
reverted  to  the  primitive  customs  of  his  race,  and 
taking  the  trail  not  only  annexed  some  of  his  whitp 
neighbours' ponies  and  badly  frightened  their  wives 
but  drove  off  a  steer  -vith  which  he  feasted  his  people' 
The  owner,  following,  came  upon  the  hide,  and  M'ls- 
(juash,  seeing  it  was  too  late  to  remove  the  brand  from 
It,  expressed  his  contrition,  and  pleaded  in  extenua- 
tion that  he  was  rather  worthy  of  sympathy  than 
blame,  because  he  would  never  have  laid  hands  on 
what  was  not  his  had  not  a  white  man  sold  him 
deleterious  hquor.  As  no  white  man  is  allowed  to 
supply  an  Indian  with  alcohol  in  any  form,  the  war- 
dens of  the  prairie  took  a  somewhat  similar  view  of 
the  case  ;  and  Stimson  was,  from  motives  which  he  did 
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not  mention,  especially  anxious  to  get  his  grip  upon 
tiie  otlier  offender. 

The  night  when  they  rode  out  was  very  darlt,  and 
they  spent  half  of  it  beneath  a  birch  bluff,  seeing 
nothing  whatever,  and  only  hearing  a  coyote  howl. 
It  almost  appeared  that  there  was  something  wrong 
with  the  information  supplied  them  respecting  the 
probable  running  of  another  load  of  prohibited 
whisky,  and  towards  morning  Stimson  rode  up  to  the 
young  commissioned  officer. 

"  The  man  who  brought  us  word  has  either  played 
their  usual  trick  and  sent  us  here  while  his  friends 
take  the  other  trail,  or  somebody  saw  us  ride  out  and 
went  south  to  tell  the  boys,"  he  said.  "  Now,  you 
might  consider  it  advisable  that  I  and  one  of  the 
troopers  should  head  for  the  ford  at  Willow  Hollow, 
sir." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  young  officer,  who  was  quite  aware 
that  there  were  as  yet  many  things  connected  with  his 
duties  he  did  not  know.  "  Now  I  come  to  think  of  it, 
Sergeant,  I  do.  We'll  give  you  two  hours  and  then, 
if  you  don't  turn  up,  ride  over  after  you  ;  it's  con- 
deranably  shivery  waiting  for  nothing  here." 

Stimson  saluted  and  shook  his  bridle,  and  rather 
less  than  an  hour  later  faintly  discerned  a  rattle  of 
wheels  that  rose  from  a  long  way  off  across  the 
prairie.  Then  he  used  the  spur,  and  by-and-bye  it 
became  evident  that  the  dramming  of  their  horses' 
feet  had  carried  far,  for  though  the  rattle  grew  a  little 
louder  there  was  no  doubt  that  whoever  drove  the 
waggon  had  no  desire  to  be  overtaken.  StiU,  two 
horses  cannot  haul  a  vehicle  over  a  rutted  trail  as  fast 
as  one  can  carry  a  man,  and  when  the  wardens  of  the 
prairie  raced  towards  the  black  wall  of  birches  that 
rose  higher  in  front  of  them,  the  sound  of  wheels 
seemed  very  near.  It,  however,  ceased  suddenly,  and 
was  followed  by  a  drumming  that  could  only  have 
been  made  by  a  gallopisg  horse. 
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"  One  beast !  "  said  the  Sergeant.  "  WeU,  they'd 
have  two  men,  anyway,  in  that  waggon.  Get  down 
the  bkff' •     ^^'"  fi"<^the  other  felflw  somewhere^ 

They  came  upon  him  within  five  minutes  en- 
deavouring to  cut  loose  the  remaining  horse  from  the 
entangled  harness  m  such  desperate  haste  that  he 
shoulder  "*    ""*''  Stimson    grasped  his 

"Hold  out  your  hands,"  he  said.  "You  have 
your  carbme  ready,  trooper  ?  " 

»hIn^!r»^K  "'^^^  n°  resUtance,  and  Stimson  laughed 
when  the  handcuffs  were  on. 

.'.'  ^T'"  ^^  ^'^'  "  Where's  your  partner  '  " 
.  1  don  t  know  that  I  mind  telling  you,"  said  the 
prisoner     "  It  was  a  low  down  trick  he  played  on  me 
We  got  down  to  take  out.the  horses,  when  we  saw  we 

r„  ~i"*l^*v  ^"^^y.  '^""^  y°"'  """^  ^'^  a  blanket  girthed 
round  the  best  of  them,  when  he  said  he'd  hold  hirn 
while  I  tned  what  I  could  do  with  the  other.  Well 
I  let  hira,  and  the  first  thing  I  knew  he  was  off  at  a 
gallop,  leaving  me  with  the  other  kicking  devil  two 
men  couldn't  handle.  You'll  find  him  rustling  souTh 
over  the  Montana  traU."  * 

"-Mount  and  ride !  "  said  Stimson,  and  when  his 
compamon  galloped  off  turned  once  more  to  his 
prisoner.  ^ 

"  You'll  have  a  lantern  somewhere,  and  I'd  like  a 

i^^/si;^.' " " '-'-  ^'^ --  ^  -p-^ 

It's  in  the  waggon,"  said  the  other  dejectedly 
btrniMn  got  a  ligh*,  and  when  he  had  released  and 
picketed  the  plunging  horse,  held  it  so  that  h  "couW 

"nte'nlmr"-     ^'^"   '^   ""^"^'^   ^'^   ^^^ 

talk.-Te'^ai^.'"  '"""  ''*  '^°^-     ^"'''^  «°*  '^  '"^^''^  » 
"  Well,"  said  the  other,  "  I'd  help  you  to  catch 
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Harmon  if  I  could,  but  I  can  prove  he  hired  me  to 
drive  him  over  to  Kemp's  in  the  waggon,  and  you  d 
find  it  difP'-nlt  to  show  I  knew  what  there  was  m  the 

P^S:.-:mS^  ft"  "  Still.-  he  said.  "  I  think 
it  coulti  >e  done,  and  iVe  another  count  against  you. 
You  haa  one  or  two  deals  with  the  boys  some  httle 

while  B-fio  " 

"  I'm  not  afraid  of  your  fixing  up  against  me  any- 
thine  I  did  then."  said  the  other  man. 

•^o'"  said  Stimson.  "Now,  I  guess  you  re 
wrong,  and  it  might  be  a  good  deal  more  senous  than 
whislTy-running.  One  night  a  man  cr^wledl  up  to 
your  homestead  through  tie  snow,  and  you  took  hun 

"'He  saw  the  sudden  fear  in  his  companion's  face 
before  he  turned  it  from  the  lantern.         ^^ 

"  It  has  happened  quite  a  few  times,  said  the 
latter.    "  We  don't  turn  any  stranger  out  m  this 

"""^oZcourse  !  "  said  the  Sergeant  gravely,  though  he 
felt  a  little  thrill  of  content  as  he  ^^  t^e  shot .  he  Lv  jrt 
been  by  no  means  sure  of,  had  told.  That  man 
however,  had  lost  his  horse  in  the  nver.  and  it  was  the 
one  he  got  from  you  that  took  him  out  of  the  country^ 
Now,  if  we  could  show  you  knew  what  he  had  done,  it 
might  go  as  far  as  hanging  somebody. 

The  man  was  evidently  not  a  confirmea  law- 
breaker, but  merely  one  of  the  small  farmers  who 
were  wiUing  to  pick  up  a  few  dollars  by  assisting  the 
whisky-runners  now  and  then,  and  he  abandoned  all 

resistance^^  he  said,  "  it  was  most  a  week  before  I 
knew  and  if  anybody  had  told  me  at  the  tune  1  d 
havrtumed  hfmVt  f  freeze  before  I'd  have  let  him 
have  a  horse  of  mine."  . 

"  That  wouldn't  go  very  far  if  we  brought  the 
charge  against  you,"  said  Stimson  gnmly.       H  yo«  d 
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sent  us  word  when  you  Id  know,  we'd  have  had 
him." 

"  Well,"  said  the  man,  "  he  was  across  the  frontier 
by  that  time,  and  I  don't  know  that  most  folks  would 
have  done  it,  if  they'd  had  the  wamine  the  boys 
sent  me."  *  ^ 

Stimson  appeared  to  consider  for  almost  a  minute, 
and  then  gravely  rapped  his  companion's  arm. 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  the  sooner  you  and  I  have  an 
understanding,  the  better  it  will  be  for  you,"  he  said. 

They  were  some  time  arriving  at  it,  and  the 
Sergeant's  superiors  might  not  have  been  pleased 
with  all  he  promised  during  the  discussion.  Still,  he 
was  flying  at  higher  game  and  had  to  sacrifice  a  little, 
while  he  knew  his  man. 

"  We'll  fix  it  up  without  you,  as  far  as  we  can  ;  but 
if  we  want  you  to  give  evidence  that  the  man  who 
lost  his  horse  in  the  river  was  not  Farmer  Witham, 
we'll  know  where  to  find  you,"  he  said.  "  You'll 
have  to  take  your  chance  of  being  tried  with  him,  if 
we  find  you  trying  to  get  out  of  the  country." 

It  was  half  an  hour  later  when  the  rest  of  the 
troopers  arrived,  and  Stimson  had  some  talk  with 
their  oflicer  aside. 

"  A  little  out  of  the  usual  course,  isn't  it  ?  "  said  the 
latter.  "  I  don't  know  that  I'd  have  countenanced  it, 
so  to  speak,  off  my  own  bat  at  all,  but  I  had  a 
tolerably  plain  hint  that  you  were  to  use  your  dis- 
cretion over  this  affair.  After  all,  one  has  to  stretch 
a  point  or  two  occasionally." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Stimson  ;  "  a  good  many  now  and 
then." 

^^  The  oflicer  smiled  a  little  and  went  back  to  the  rest. 
"  Two  of  you  will  ride  after  the  other  rascal,"  he  said. 
'  Now  look  lieie,  my  man  ;  the  first  time  my  troopers, 
who'll  call  round  quite  frequently,  don't  find  you 
iboiit  yo!ir  l-.oniostead,  you'll  land  yourself  in  a  toler- 
ably serious  difficulty.    In  the  meanwhile,  I'm  sorry 
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we  can't  bring  a  charge  of  whisky-running  against 
you  but  ^ptSer  time^e  careful  who  you  Wc  your 

"^^eJl  there  was  a  rapid  drummmg  of  hoofs  as  two 
troopers  went  off  at  a  gaUop.  whUe  when  Uie  rest 
turned  back  towards  the  outpost,  Stimson  rode  with 
them,  quietly  content. 
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CHAPTER    XXIII. 

THE     KEVELATION. 

WiTHAM's  harvesting  prospered  as  his  sowinc  had 
done,  for  day  by  day  the  bright  sunshine  shone  down 
on  standing  wheat  and  lengthening  rows  of  sheaves 
It  was  in  the  bracing  cold  of  sunrise  the  work  began 
and  the  first  pale  stars  were  out  before  the  tired  men 
and  jaded  horses  dragged  themselves  home  again. 
Not  infrequently  it  happened  that  the  men  wore  out 
the  teams  and  machines,  but  there  was  no  stoppage 
then,  for  fresh  horses  were  led  out  from  the  corral  or 
a  new  binder  was  ready.  Every  minute  was  worth  a 
dollar,  and  Witham,  who  had  apparently  foreseen  and 
provided  for  everything,  wasted  none. 

Then— for  wheat  is  seldom  stacked  in  that  country 
—as  the  days  grew  shorter  and  the  evenings  cool,  the 
smoke  of  the  big  thrasher  streaked  the  harvest  field, 
and  the  waggons  went  jolting  between  humming 
separator  and  granary,  untU  the  latter  was  gorged  to 
repletion,  and  the  wheat  was  stored  within  a  willow 
framing  beneath  the  chaff  and  straw  that  streamed 
trom  the  shoot  of  the  great  machine.  Witham  had 
round  him  the  best  men  that  dollars  could  hire  and 
toiled  tirelessly  with  the  grimy  host  in  the  whirling 
dust  of  the  thrasher  and  amidst  the  sheaves,  wherever 
another  pair  of  hands,  or  the  quick  decision  that 
would  save  an  hour's  delay,  was  needed  most. 
273  s 
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As  compared  with  the  practice  of  insular  Britain, 
there  were  not  half  enough  of  them ;  but  wages  are 
high  in  that  country,  and  the  crew  of  the  thrasher 
paid  by  the  bushel,  while  the  rest  had  long  worked 
for  their  own  hand  on  the  levels  of  Manitoba  and  in 
the  bush  of  Ontario,  and  knew  that  the  sooner  their 
toil  was  over  the  sooner  they  would  go  home  again 
with  well-lined  pockets.  So,  generously  fed,  splen- 
did human  muscle  kept  pace  with  clinking  steel 
under  a  stress  that  is  seldom  borne  outside  the  sun- 
bleached  prairie  at  harvest  time,  and  Witham  forgot 
everything  save  the  constant  need  for  the  utmost 
effort  of  body  and  brain.  It  was  even  of  little 
import  to  him  that  prices  moved  steadily  upwards  as 
he  toiled. 

At  last  it  was  finished,  and  only  knee-high  stubble 
covered  his  land  and  that  of  Maud  Harrington  ;  while 
—for  he  was  one  could  venture  fearlessly  and  still 
know  when  he  had  risked  enough— soon  after  it  was 
thrashed  out  the  wheat  was  sold.  The  harvesters 
went  home  with  enough  to  maintain  them  through 
the  winter  ;  and  Witham,  who  spent  two  days  count- 
ing his  gain,  wrote  asking  Graham  to  send  him  an 
accountant  from  Winnipeg.  With  him  he  spent  a 
couple  more,  and  then,  with  an  effort  he  was  never  to 
forget,  prepared  himself  for  the  reckoning.  It  was 
time  to  fling  off  the  mask  before  the  eyes  of  all  who 
had  trusted  him. 

He  had  thought  over  it  carefully,  and  his  first 
decision  had  been  to  make  the  revelation  alone  to 
Colonel  Barrington.  That,  however,  would,  he  felt, 
be  too  fimple,  and  his  pride  rebelled  against  anything 
that  would  stamp  him  as  one  who  dare  not  face  the 
men  he  had  deceived.  One  by  one  they  had  tacitly 
offered  him  their  friendship,  and  then  their  esteem, 
until  he  knew  that  he  was  virtually  leader  at  Silver- 
dale  ;  and  it  seemed  fitting  that  he  should  admit  the 
wrong  he  had  done  them,  and  bear  the  obloquy  before 
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them  all.  For  a  while  the  thought  of  Maud  Barrine- 
ton  restrained  liim,  and  then  he  brushed  that  aside 
He  had  fancied  with  masculine  blindness  that  wliat  he 
felt  for  her  had  been  well  lonceiled,  and  that  her 
attitude  to  him  could  be  no  more  than  kindly 
sympathy  with  one  who  was  endeavouring  to  atone 
for  a  discreditalsle  past.  Her  anger  and  astonishment 
would  be  hard  to  bear,  but  once  more  his  pride 
prompted  him,  and  he  decided  that  she  sliould  at 
least  see  he  had  the  courage  to  face  the  results  of  his 
wrong-doing.  As  it  liappened,  he  was  also  given  an 
opportunity,  when  he  was  invited  to  the  harvest  cele- 
bration that  was  held  each  year  at  Silverdale. 

It  was  a  still,  cool  evening  when  every  man  of  the 
community,  and  most  of  the  women,  gathered  in  the 
big  dinmg-room  of  the  Grange.  The  windows  were 
shut  now,  for  the  chUl  of  the  early  frost  was  on  the 
praine,  and  the  great  lamps  burned  steadily  above 
the  long  tables.  Cut  glass,  dainty  china  and  silver 
gleamed  beneath  them  amidst  the  ears  of  wheat  that 
stood  in  clusters  for  sole  and  appropriate  ornamenta- 
tion. They  merited  the  place  of  honour,  for  wheat 
had  brought  prosperity  to  every  man  at  Silverdale 
who  had  had  the  faith  to  sow  that  year. 

On  either  hand  were  rows  of  smiling  faces :  the 
men  s  burned  and  bronzed,  the  women's  kissed  into 
faintly  warmer  colour  by  the  sun,  and  white  shoulders 
shone  amidst  the  sombrely  covered  ones,  while  here 
and  there  a  diamond  gleamed  on  a  snowy  neck  Bar- 
rington  sat  at  the  head  of  the  longest  table,  with  his 
niece  and  sister,  Dane,  and  his  oldest  followers  about 
him,  and  Witham  at  its  foot,  dressed  very  simply 
after  the  usual  fashion  of  the  prairie  farmers.  There 
were  few  in  the  company  who  had  not  noticed 
this,  though  they  did  not  as  yet  understand  its 
purport. 

.  Nothing  happened  during  dinner,  but  Maud  Bar- 
nngton  noticed  that  although  some  of  his  younger 
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neighbours  rallied  him,  Witham  was  grimly  quiet. 
When  it  was  over,  Harrington  rose,  and  the  men  who 
knew  the  care  he  liad  borne  that  year  never  paid  him 
more  willing  homage  than  they  did  when  he  stood 
smiling  down  on  them.  As  usual,  he  was  immaculate 
in  dress,  erect,  and  quietly  commanding  ;  but,  in  spite 
of  its  smile,  his  face  seemed  worn,  and  there  were 
thickening  wrinkles,  which  told  of  anxiety,  about  his 

'^^"  Another  year  has  gone,  and  we  have  met  again  to 
celebrate  with  gratefulness  the  fulfilment  of  the  pro- 
mise made  when  the  world  was  young,  he  said. 
"  We  do  well  to  be  thankful,  but  I  think  humility 
becomes  us,  too.  While  we  doubted,  the  sun  and  the 
rain  have  been  with  us  for  a  sign  that,  though  men 
grow  faint-hearted  and  spare  their  toil,  seed  time  and 
harvest  shall  not  fail."  ,  „      .  ,     ,       , 

It  was  the  first  time  Colonel  Barrington  had  spoken 
in  quite  that  strain,  and  when  he  paused  a  moment 
there  was  a  curious  stillness,  for  those  who  heard 
him  noticed  an  unusual  tremor  in  his  voice.  There 
was  also  a  gravity  that  was  not  far  removed  from 
sadness  in  his  face  when  he  went  on  again,  but  the 
intentness  of  his  retainers  would  have  been  greater 
had  they  known  that  two  separate  detachments  of 
police  troopers  were  then  riding  toward  Silverdale. 

'The  year  has  brought  its  changes  and  set  its 
mark  deeply  on  some  of  us,"  he  said.  "  We  cannot 
recall  it,  or  retrieve  our  blunders,  but  we  can  hope 
they  will  be  forgiven  us,  and  endeavour  to  avoid  them 
again  This  is  not  the  fashion  in  which  I  had  meant 
to  speak  to  you  to-night,  but  after  the  bounty 
showered  upon  us  I  feel  my  responsibility.  The  law 
is  unchangeable.  The  man  who  would  have  bread  to 
eat  or  sell  must  toil  for  it,  and  I,  in  disregard  of  it, 
bade  you  hold  your  hand.  Well,  we  have  had  our 
lesson,  and  we  will  be  wiser  another  time  ;  but  1  have 
felt  that  my  usefulness  as  your  leader  is  sUpping  away 
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from  me.    This  year  has  shown  me  that  I  am  getting 
an  old  man." 

Dane  kicked  tlie  foot  of  a  lad  beside  iiim,  and 
glanced  at  the  piano  as  he  stood  up. 

"  Sir,"  he  said  simply,  "  although  we  have  dififered 
about  trifles  and  may  do  again,  we  don't  want  a 
better  one— and  if  we  did,  we  couldn't  find  him." 

A  chord  from  the  piano  rang  through  the  approv- 
ing murmurs,  and  the  company  rose  to  their  feet 
before  the  lad  had  beaten  out  the  first  bar  of  the 
jmghng  rhythm.  Then  the  voices  took  it  up,  and  the 
great  hall  shook  to  the  rafters  with  the  last  "  Nobody 
can  deny." 

Trite  as  it  was,  Barrington  saw  the  darker  flush  in 
the  bronzed  faces,  and  there  was  a  shade  of  warmer 
colour  in  his  own  as  he  went  on  again. 

"  The  things  one  feels  the  most  are  those  one  can 
least  express,  and  I  will  not  try  to  tell  you  how  I 
value  your  confidence,"  he  said.  "  Still,  the  fact 
remains  that  sooner  or  later  I  must  let  the  reins  fall 
mto  younger  hands,  and  there  '  .  man  here  who  will, 
I  fancy,  lead  you  farther  than  ^  .a  would  ever  go  with 
me.  Times  change,  and  he  can  teach  you  how  those 
who  would  do  the  most  for  the  Dominion  need  live 
to-day.  He  is  also,  and  I  am  glad  of  it,  one  of  us,  for 
traditions  do  not  wholly  lose  their  force,  and  we 
know  that  blood  will  tell.  That  this  year  has  not 
ended  in  disaster  irretrievable  is  due  to  our  latest 
comrade.  Lance  Courthorne." 

This  time  there  were  no  musical  honours  or  need 
of  them,  for  a  shout  went  up  that  called  forth  an 
answering  rattle  from  the  cedar  panelling.  It  was 
flung  back  from  table  to  table  up  and  down  the  great 
room,  and  when  the  men  sat  down,  flushed  and 
breathless,  their  eyes  still  shining,  the  one  they 
admitted  had  saved  Silverdale  rose  up  quietly  at 
the  foot  of  the  table.  The  hand  he  laid  on  the  snowy 
cloth  shook  a  little,  and  the  bronze  that  generally 
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suffused  it  was  less  noticeable  in  his  face.  All  who 
saw  it  felt  that  something  unusual  was  coming,  and 
Maud  Barrington  leaned  forward  a  tnfle  with  a 
curious  throbbing  of  her  heart. 

"  Comrades  !  It  is,  I  think,  the  last  time  you  will 
hear  the  term  from  me,"  he  said-"  I  am  glad  that 
we  have  made  and  won  a  good  fight  at  ^ilverdale, 
because  it  may  soften  your  most  warranted  resent- 
ment  when  you  think  of  me. ' 

Every  eye  was  turned  upon  him,  and  an  expression 
of  bewilderment  crept  into  the  faces,  while  a  lad  who 
sat  next  to  him  touched  his  arm  reassurmgly. 

"  You'll  feel  your  feet  in  a  monrient,  but  that  s  a 
curious  fashion  of  putting  it,"  he  said. 

Witham  turned  to  Barrington,  and  stood  silent  a 
moment.  He  saw  Maud  Barrington's  face  showing 
strained  and  intent,  but  less  bewildered  than  the 
others,  and  that  of  her  aunt,  which  seemed  curiously 
impassive,  and  a  little  thrill  ran  through  him.  It 
passed,  and  once  more  hs  only  saw  the  leader  of 
Silverdale.  ,       - 

"  Sir  "  he  said,  "  I  did  you  a  wrong  when  I  came 
here,  and  with  your  convictions  you  would  never 
tolerate  me  as  your  successor." 

There  was  a  rustle  of  fabric  as  some  of  the  women 
moved,  and  a  murmur  of  uncontrollable  astonish- 
ment, while  those  who  noticed  it  remembered  Bar- 
rington's gasp.  It  expressed  absolute  bewilderment, 
but  in  another  moment  he  smiled. 

"  Sit  down.  Lance,"  he  said.  You  need  make 
no  speeches.    We  expect  better  things  from  you. 

Witham  stood  very  still.  "  It  was  the  simple  truth 
I  told  you,  sir,"  he  said.    "  Don't  make  it  too  hard 

""iust  then  there  was  a  disturbance  at  the  rear  of  the 
room,  and  a  man,  who  shook  off  the  grasp  of  one 
that  followed  him,  came  in.  He  moved  forward  with 
uneven  steps,  and  then,  resting  his  hand  on  a  chair- 
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back  faced  about  and  looked  at  Witham.  Tlie  dust 
was  thick  upon  his  clothes,  but  it  was  his  face  that 
seizjd  and  held  attention.  It  was  horribly  pallid, 
save  for  the  flush  that  showed  in  either  cheek,  aiid  his 
naif-closed  eyes  were  dazed. 

"I  heard  them  cheering,"  he  said.    "  CouHn't 

find  you  at  your  homestead.    You  should  have  sent 

ou  thU  """  ^^^  *^°"'"^^-    '^'i^y  wo"W  have  saved 

The  defective  i-.tlerance  would  alone  have  attracted 
attention,  and,  with  the  man's  attitude,  was  very 
significant  but  it  was  equally  evident  to  most  of  those 
who  wratched  him  that  he  was  also  struggling  with 
some  infirmity.  Western  hospitality  has,  however 
"°"  S  i  ^".•^  °"^  °*  ^^^  younger  men  drew  out  a  chair! 
Hadn  t  you  better  sit  down,  and  if  you  want 
anything  to  eat  we'll  get  it  you,"  he  said.  "  Then 
you  can  tell  us  what  your  errand  is." 
to  WitSim  ^^^^  ^  gesture  of  negation,  and  pointed 

"I  came  to  find  a  friend  of  mine.    They  told  me 
at  his  homestead  that  he  was  here,"  he  said 

There  was  an  impressive  silence,  untU  Colonel 
Bamngton  glanced  at   Witham,   who  still  stood 
quietly  impassive,  at  the  foot  of  the  table. 
,      You  know  our  visitor  ?"  he  said.     "The  Grange 
IS  large  enough  to  give  a  stranger  shelter." 

The  man  laughed.     "  Of  course  he  does  !    It's  mv 
place  he's  living  in  !  "  ^ 

Barrington  turned  again  to  Witham,  and  his  face 
seemed  to  have  grown  a  trifle  stern 
'  Who  is  this  man  ?  "  he  said. 
Withani  looked  steadily  in  front  of  him,  vacantly 
noticing  the  rows  of  faces  turned  towards  him  under 
the  big  lamps.    "  If  he  had  waited  a  few  minutes 
longer,  you  would  have  known,"  he  said      "  He  is 
Lance  Courtliorne  !  " 
This  time  the  murmurs  implied  incredulity,  but  the 
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man  who  stood  swaying  a  littlt;  with  his  hand  on 
the  chair,  and  a  smile  in  his  half-closed  eyes,  made  an 
ironical  inclination. 

"It's  evident  you  don't  believe  it,  or  wish  to. 
Still,  it's  true,"  he  said.  . 

One  of  the  men  nearest  him  rose  and  quietly 
thrust  him  into  the  chair.  . ,    ,    , 

"Sit  down  in  the  meanwhile,  lie  said  dryly. 
"  By-and-bye,  Colonel  Barrington  will  talk  to  you.' 

Barrington  thanked  him  with  a  gesture,  and 
glanced  at  the  rest.  "  One  would  have  preferred  to 
carry  out  this  inquiry  more  privately,"  he  said,  very 
slowly,  but  with  hoarse  distinctness.  "Still,  you 
have  sdready  heard  so  much." 

Dane  nodded.  "I  fancy  you  are  right,  sir. 
Because  we  have  known  and  respected  the  man  who 
has,  at  least,  done  a  good  deal  for  us,  it  would  be 
better  that  we  should  hear  the  rest." 

Barrington  made  a  little  gesture  of  agreement,  and 
once  more  fixed  his  eyes  on  Witham.  "  Then  wiU 
you  tell  us  who  you  are  ?  " 

"A  struggling  prairie  farmer,'  said  Witham 
quietly.  "  The  son  of  an  English  country  doctor, 
who  died  in  penury,  and  one  who,  from  your  point 
of  view,  could  never  have  been  entitled  to  more  than 
courteous  toleration  fiom  any  of  you." 

He  stopped,  but— for  the  astonishment  v.-as  passing 

there  was  negation  in  the  murmurs  which  followed, 

while  somebody  said,  "  Go  on  !  " 

Dane  stood  up.  "  I  fancy  our  comrade  is  mis- 
taken "  he  said.  "  Whatever  he  may  have  been,  we 
recognise  our  debt  to  him.  Still,  I  think  he  owes  us 
a  more  complete  explanation." 

Then  Maud  Barrington,  sitting  w.ere  all  could  see 
her,  signed  imperiously  to  Alfreton,  who  was  on  his 
feet  next  moment,  with  Macdonald  and  more  of  the 
men  following  him.  . 

"  I,"  he  said  with  a  Uttle  ring  in  his  voice  and  a 
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flush  in  his  young  face,  "  owe  him  everything,  and 
I  m  not  the  only  one.  This,  it  seems  to  me,  is  the 
time  to  acknowledge  it." 

Harrington  checked  him  with  a  gesture.  "  Sit 
down,  all  of  you.  Painful  and  embarrassing  as  it  is, 
now  we  have  gone  so  far,  this  affair  must  be  eluci- 
dated.    It  would  be  better  if  you  told  us  more." 

VVitham  drew  back  a  chair,  and  when  Courthorne 
moved,  the  man  who  sat  next  to  him  laid  a  grasp  on 
his  arm.  "  You  will  oblige  me  by  not  making  any 
remarks  just  now,"  he  said  dryly.  "  When  Colonel 
Barrington  wants  to  he:.r  anything  from  you  he'll 
ask  you." 

"  There  is  little  more,"  said  Witham.  "  I  could 
see  no  hope  in  the  old  country,  and  came  out  to  this 
one  with  one  hundred  pounds  a  distant  connection 
lent  me.  That  sum  will  not  go  very  far  anywhere,  as 
I  fouid  when,  after  working  for  other  men,  I  bought 
stock  and  took  up  Government  land.  To  hear  how  I 
tried  to  do  three  men's  work  for  six  weary  years,  and 
at  times  went  for  months  together  half-fed,  might 
not  interest  you,  though  it  has  its  bearing  on  what 
came  after.  The  seasons  were  against  me,  and  I  had 
not  the  dollars  to  tide  me  over  the  time  of  drought 
and  blizzard  until  a  good  one  came.  Still,  though  my 
stock  died,  and  I  could  scarcely  haul  in  the  little 
wheat  the  frost  and  hail  left  me,  with  my  worn-out 
team,  I  held  on,  feeling  that  I  could  achieve  pros- 
perity if  I  once  had  the  chances  of  other  men." 

He  stopped  a  moment,  and  Macdonald  poured  out 
a  glass  of  wine  and  passed  it  across  to  him  in  a 
fashion  that  made  the  significance  of  what  he  did 
evident. 

"  We  know  what  kind  of  a  rtruggle  sou  made  by 
what  we  have  seen  at  Silverdale,"  he  said. 

Witham  put  the  glass  aside,  and  turned  once  more 
to  Colonel  Barrington. 
"Still,"  he  said,  "until  Courthorne  crossed  my 
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path  I  had  done  no  wrong,  and  I  was  in  dire  need 
of  the  money  'hat  tempted  me  to  tr.lf  hi:  <  ffe. .  He 
made  a  bargain  with  me  that  I  should  ride  his  horse 
and  personate  him,  that  the  pohce  troopers  might 
leave  him  unsuspected  to  lead  his  comrades  running 
whisky,  while  they  followed  me.  I  kept  my  part  of 
the  bargain,  and  it  cost  me  what  I  fancy  I  can  never 
recover,  unless  the  trial  I  shall  shortly  face  will  take 
the  stain  from  me.  While  I  passed  for  him  your 
lawyer  found  mc,  and  '.  had  no  choice  between  beiiig 
condemned  as  a  criminal  for  what  Courthome  had  in 
the  meanwhile  done,  or  continuing  the  deception.  He 
had,  as  soon  as  I  had  left  him,  taken  my  horse  and 
garments,  so  that  if  seen  by  the  police  they  would 
charge  me.  I  could  not  take  your  money,  but, 
though  Courthome  was  apparently  drowned,  I  did 
wrong  when  I  came  to  Silverdale.  For  a  time  the 
opportunities  dazzled  me  ;  ambition  drew  me  on,  and 
I  knew  what  I  could  do." 

He  stopped  again,  and  once  more  there  was  a  soft 
rustle  of  dresses,  and  a  murmur,  as  those  who 
listened  gave  inarticulate  expression  to  their  feelings. 
Moving  a  little,  he  looked  steadily  at  Maud  Barring- 
ton,  and  her  aunt,  who  sat  close  together. 

"  Then,"  he  said  very  slowly,  "  it  was  borne  in 
upon  me  that  I  could  not  persis*  in  deceiving  you. 
Courthome,  I  fancied,  could  not  return  to  trouble 
me,  but  the  confidence  that  little  by  little  you  placed 
in  me  rendered  it  out  of  the  question.  Still,  I  saw 
that  I  could  save  some  at  least  at  Silverdale  from 
drifting  to  disaster,  and  there  was  work  for  me  here 
which  would  go  a  little  way  in  reparation,  and  now 
that  it  is  done  I  was  about  to  bid  you  good-bye  and 
ask  you  not  to  think  too  hardly  of  me." 

There  was  a  moment's  intense  silence  until  once 
more  Dane  rose  up,  and  pointed  to  Courthome  sitting 
with  half-closed  eyes,  dusty,  partly  dazed  by  indul- 
gence, and  with  the  stamp  of  dissoJ  ite  living  on  him, 
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in  s  chair.  Then  he  glanced  at  Witham's  bronzed 
tiice,  whicli  showed  |iii?tlv  resolute  at  the  bottom  of 
the  table. 

"  Whatever  we  would  spare  you  and  ourselves,  sir 
we  must  face  the  truth,"  he  said.  "  Which  of  these 
men  was  needed  at  Silvcrdale  ?  " 

Again  the  murmurs  rose  up,  but  W.  tham  sat  silent 
his  pulses  throbbing  with  a  curious  exultation.  He 
had  seen  the  colour  creep  into  Maud  Harrington's 
face,  and  her  aunt's  eyes,  when  he  told  her  what 
had  prompted  him  to  leave  Silverdale,  and  knew  they 
understood  him.  Tl.  'n,  in  the  stillness  that  followed; 
the  drumming  of  iioofs  rose  from  the  prairie.  It 
grew  louder,  and  when  another  sound  became 
audible  too,  r.iore  than  one  of  those  who  listened 
recognised  the  jingle  of  accoutrements.  Courthome 
rose  unsteadily,  and  made  for  the  door. 

"I  think,"  he  said  with  a  curious  laugh,  "  I  must 
be  going.  I  don't  know  whether  the  troopers  want 
me  or  your  comrade." 

,^  ¥,.  ?.P''^"S  to  his  feet,  and  as  he  ran  to  the  door 
called     Stop  him  !  " 

In  another  moment  Dane  had  caught  his  arm,  and 
his  voice  rang  through  the  confusion,  as  evervbodv 
turned  or  rose. 

"  Keep  back  all  of  you,"  he  said.    "  Let  him  go  !  " 

Courthome  was  outside  by  this  time,  and  only 
Lhose  who  reached  the  door  before  Dane  closed  it 
heard  a  faint  beat  of  hoofs  as  somebody  rode  quietly 
away  beneath  the  bluff,  while  as  the  rest  clustered 
together,  wonderng,  a  minute  or  two  later.  Corporal 
i'ayne,  flecked  w.ih  spume  and  .overed  with  dust 
came  in .  He  raised  his  hand  in  salutation  to  Colonel 
Barrington,  who  sat  very  grim  in  face  in  his  chair 
at  the  head  of  the  table. 

"  I'm  sorry,  sir,  but  it's  my  duty  to  apprehend 
Lance  Courthome,"  he  said. 

"  You  have  a  warrant  ?  "  asked  Barrington. 
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"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  corporal. 
Thrre  was  intense  silence  for  u  momt-nt.    Then 
tlie  Colonel's  voice  broiio  tiirough  it  very  quietly. 
"  He  is  not  here,"  he  said. 

Payne  made  a  little  deprecatory  gesture.  '  We 
know  he  came  here.  It  is  my  duty  to  warn  you  that 
proceedings  will  be  taken  against  anyone  conccalmg 
or  harbouring  him." 

Barrington  rose  up  very  stiffly,  with  a  little  grey 
tinge  in  his  face,  but  words  seemed  to  fail  him,  and 
Dane  laid  his  hand  on  the  corporal's  shoulder. 

"  Then,"  he  said  grimly,  "  don't  exceed  it.  If  you 
believe  he's  here,  we  will  give  you  every  opportunity 
of  finding  him." 

Payne  called  to  a  comrade  outside,  who  was,  as  it 
happened,  new  to  the  force,  and  they  spent  at  least 
ten  minutes  questioning  the  servants  and  going 
up  and  down  the  house.  Then,  as  they  glanced 
into  the  general  room  again,  the  trooper  looked 
deprecatingly  at  his  officer. 

''  I  fancied  I  heard  somebody  riding  by  the  bluff 
just  before  we  reached  the  house,"  he  said. 

Payne  wheeled  round  with  a  flash  in  his  eyes. 
"  Then  you  have  lost  us  our  man.  Out  with  you, 
and  tell  Jackson  to  try  the  bluff  for  a  trail." 

They  had  gone  in  another  moment,  and  Witham 
still  sat  at  the  foot  of  the  table  and  Barrington  at 
the  head,  while  the  rest  of  the  company  were  scat- 
tered, some  wonderingly  silent,  though  others  talked 
in  whispers,  about  the  room.  As  yet  they  felt  only 
consternation  and  astonishment. 


CF    PTER  XXIV. 
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The  silence  in  the  big  room  had  grown  oppressive. 

uSht   ""^     '""^'^  ^''  '^^"^  ^""^  ^^  stiffly 

"  What  has  happened  has  be     a  blow  to  me,  and  I 

rn.Vh?'''?  I  ^'".r-^^:i^'y  ^^J^^^^  t°  entertainfng  /ou 
and  &  ^^f"^•^  "I  Should,  however,  likeUne 
and  Macdo:-ildL  and  one  or  two  of  the  older  .-n  to 
toX"'^  There  is  still.  I  fancy,  a  good  d.  ,  "^  „s 

n  Jc«H  ^irT  '",T*'  towards  the  door,  but  as  they 
Eo^der""Th"'  ^^'■■""gt?"  turned  and  touched 
his  shoulder.  The  man,  looking  up  suddenly  saw 
her  and  her  niece  standing  dose  beside  her.  ^' 
R.rrSU'v.  ¥  ^'''^  hoarsely,  though  it  was  Maud 
Barrmgton  he  glanced  at,  "  the  comedy  is  over.  Well 
I  promised  you  an  explanation,  and  now  you  have  it 
you  will  try  not  to  think  too  bitterly  of  me^  I  cannot 
ask  you  to  forgive  me."  ^  cannot 

The  little  white-haired  lady  pointed  to  the  ears  of 
wheat  which  stood  gleaming  ruddy-bronze  in  front  of 

easie?'^*'"  ^^^  ^^'^  ''^'^  ^"'^"y-  "^  "^ake  it 

Maud  Barrington  said  nothing,  but  everyone  in  the 

room  saw  her  standing  a  moment  beside  thTmaiJwiVh 
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a  little  flush  in  her  face  and  no  blame  in  her 
eyes  Then  she  passed  on,  but,  short  as  it  was, 
the  pause  had  been  very  significant,  for  it  seemed 
that  whatever  the  elders  of  the  community  might 
decide  the  two  women,  whose  influence  was 
supreme  at   Silverdale,    had    given   the   impostor 

absolution.  ,    ^  xu        u 

The  girl  could  not  analyse  her  feelings,  but  through 
them  sal  a  vague  relief  was  uppermost ;  for,  what- 
ever he  had  been,  it  was  evident  the  man  had 
done  one  wrong  only,  and  daringly,  and  that 
was  a  good  deal  easier  to  forgive  than  several 
incidents  in  Courthome's  past  vrould  have  been. 
Then  she  was  conscious  that  Miss  Barnngton  s  eyes 
were  upon  her.  ..    ,  .    , 

"  Aunt,"  she  said,  with  a  httle  tremor  m  her  voict 
"  it  is  almost  bewildering.    Still,  one  seemed  to  feel 
that  what  that  man  has  done  could  never  have  been 
the  work  of  Lance  Courthorne." 

Miss  Harrington  made  no  answer,  but  her  face  was 
very  grave  ;  and  just  then  those  nearest  it  drew  back 
a  little  from  the  door.  A  trooper  stood  outside  it, 
his  carbine  glinting  in  the  light,  and  another  was 
silhouetted  against  the  sky,  sitting  motionless  in  his 
saddle  further  back  on  the  prairie. 

"  The  police  are  still  here,"  said  somebody. 

One  by  one  they  passed  out  under  the  trooper  s 
saze,  but  there  was  the  usual  delay  in  harnessing 
Ind  saddling,  and  the  first  vehicle  had  scarcely 
rolled  away  when  again  the  beat  of  hoofs  and 
thin  iingle  of  steel  came  portentously  out  of  the 
silence.    Maud  Barrington  shivered  a  httle  as  she 

^In  the  meanwhile,  the  few  who  remained  had 

seated  themselves  about  Colonel  Barrington.    When 

there  was  quietness  again  he  glanced  at  Witham,  who 

stUl  sat  at  the  foot  of  the  table. 

"  Have  you  anything  more  to  tell  us  ?     he  asked. 
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leave^SiC/rn'^l  ^.j^^™  ''"'"^'y-  "  ^  ^^aU  probably 
leave  Silverdale  before  morning,  and  have  now  to 
hand  you  a  statement  of  my  agreement  with  Cour- 
thome  and  the  result  of  my  farming  here,  drawn  up 
.^^wh^wT'S  accountant.  Here  is\lso  a  docZent 
m  which  I  have  taken  the  liberty  of  making  you  and 
Dane  my  assigns     You  wiU,  as  authorised  Uit,  pay 

conseTwvl'^'  'r  *^"'  *°  *'™'  ^"d  wfth'your 
rZTl^i'"^  ^u"  ^^""^  P°^^'  t°  withhold,  I  pur- 
pose taking  one  thousand  dollars  only  of  the  balance 
that  remains  to  me.  I  have  it  here  now.  and  ^n 
the  meanwhile  surrender  it  to  you.  Of  the  rest  you 
vnll  make  whatever  use  that  appears  desirable  for 
the  general  benefit  of  SilverdaK  Courthorne  hL 
absolutely  no  claim  upon  it." 

He  laid  a  wallet  on  the  table,  and  Dane  glanced  at 
unl,°p"n^'"'"^'°"'  ^^°  '"^^''^  ^hen  he  rf  tumedit 

"  We  will  pass  it  without  counting.  You  accent 
the  charge,  sir  ?  "  he  said.  ^ 

"  Yes,"  said  Harrington  gravely.    "  It  seems  it  is 

Smen""'"'-    '^^"'  "^  ^'"  ^^^  th"u?h  Ihe 

Dane'safd^'^Thir^  minutes  nobody  spoke,  and  then 
ciir,  u  I  u  ■  P  """^  P'''*'"^  farmers  who  would  con- 
sider what  he  IS  leaving  behind  him  a  competence  " 
If  this  agreement,  which  was  apparently  verbal 
IS  confirmed  by  Courthome,  the  entire  sum  right  ully 
belongs  to  the  man  he  made  his  tenant,"  said  Bar 

a'teim"'  '^''='°"'''  ''""^•^  ^''^''y  ^  h^^'-nced 

rul2  *''-l\''  ^T  ''''"  ■'""'^P*  *^^  Statement  tiiat  it  was 
made,  without  question,  sir,"  he  said 

doEs  's"'the°W  if  ^'^'^-   •"  '  '■'^™  °"«  "'""^nd 
uouars  as  the  fee  of  my  services,  and  they  should  hp 

worth  that  much  ;  but  I  wiU  take  no  moref" 
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"  Are  we  not  progressing  a  little  too  rapi-ily,  sir  ?  " 
said  Dane.  "  It  seems  to  me  we  have  yet  to  decide 
whether  it  is  necessary  that  the  man  who  has  done 
so  much  for  us  should  leave  Silverdale." 

Witham  smiled  a  trifle  grimly.  "  I  think,"  he  said, 
"  that  question  will  very  shortly  be  answered  for 

Macdonald  held  his  hand  up,  and  a  rapid  thud  of 
hoofs  come  faintly  through  the  silence. 

"  Troopers  !    They  are  coming  here,"  he  said. 

"  Yes,"  said  Witham.  "  I  fancy  they  will  relieve 
you  from  any  further  difficulty." 

Dane  strode  to  one  of  the  windows,  and  glanced  at 
Colonel  Harrington  as  he  puUed  back  the  catch. 
Witham,  however,  shook  his  head,  and  a  httle  flush 
crept  into  Dane's  bronzed  face.  ^^  ^ 

"  Sorry.  Of  course,  you  are  right,"  he  said.  it 
will  be  better  that  they  should  acquit  you." 

No  one  moved  for  a  few  more  minutes,  end  then 
with  a  trooper  behind  him  Sergeant  Stimson  came  in, 
and  laid  his  hand  on  Witham's  shoulder. 

"  I  have  a  warrant  for  your  apprehension.  Farmer 
Witham,"  he  said.  "  You  probably  know  the  charge 
against  you."  , 

"  Yes,"  said  Witham  simply.  "  I  hope  to  refute 
it.    I  will  come  with  you." 

He  went  out,  and  Harrington  stared  at  the  men 
about  him.  "  I  dii  not  catch  the  name  before.  That 
was  the  man  who  f  hot  the  police  trooper  in  Alberta  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,"  said  Dane  very  quietly.  "  Nothing 
would  induce  me  to  beUeve  it  of  him."  ^^ 

Harrington  looked  at  him  in  bewilderment.  But 
he  must  have  done— unless,"  he  said,  and  ended  with 
a  little  gasp.  "  Good  Lord  !  There  was  the  faint  re- 
semblance, and  they  changed  horses— it  is  horrible." 

IJane's  eyes  were  very  compassionate  as  he  laid  his 
hand  gently  on  his  leader's  shoulder. 

"  Sir,"  he  said,  "  you  have  our  sjinpathy,  and  I  am 
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Mmd  Bmnglon  .landing  taehi.d  by  h  ,  "toj 

JSSSS."*'""'' ""' ""  ""  •" '»?™ 

sWi  his  hat  ol  1h%^'''  not  remember  it,  but  he 
"ujig  nis  nat  on,  and  those  who  saw  the  eirl  at  hie 
stirrup  recognised  with  confusion  tCt  she  Sone  had 
Wm '"The??heH'''  "'^"^  '•^^y  hadltood  aS  torn 
^^^^Z^S^SJ:^  and  the 

£th^^mS'^oS.^rd^  dserr  s 

»§^a^1£S^^d?S 
riH^nt    •  ''^'^.^'ght  of  him.    There  were  three  of  them 

SteI^2|sh«o-rmtto-^"ec-^ 

mtoZ-     ^^^^  ^"^  °'*'  y°"'"  fo"°w  behind  h4 
One  trooper  sent  the  spurs  in  and,  while  the  others 
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swune  off,  rode  straight  on.    Courthorne  was  at  least 

Thev  saw  nothing  of  hini  when  they  swept  across  the 
riS  he  °eanl  there  a  grove  of  ^°ws  stretched 
o>  across  the  prairie  from^hes^^^^^^^^  band  oH^e 

*S.Sr>h.l  ,o«  .leadUy  higher  cam.  back  lo 

"  BackVour  horse  clear  of  the  trail,'  he  said  ;  and 
uacK  yuu  carbine  across  the 

2"4     "  WUh  HU^'on  bM  him.  he'll  ride  straight 

'"He° whS 'his  horse  in  among  the  birches  and 
then  srt  still,  with  fingers  that  quivered  a  little  c.  the 
Sine-stock,  until  a  faint  drummmg  rose  from  the 

P^'^^Te's  coming!"   said  the  trooper.    "  HUton's 

^"Se  made'^JS  answer,  and  the  sound  that  rang 

HrSt^SeSS^^sj- 
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Stm  though  he  shivered  as  a  little  chUly  wind  shook 

.^Ll  A  ^u"^^'  ^'^  ^"^  ^'^  "PS'  and  °nce  more  re- 
membered the  comrade  who  had  ridden  far  and  kept 
majiy  a  lonely  vigil  with  him. 
fu,T»  lif  "counted  man  appeared  in  the  space  be- 
tween the  trees.  His  horse  was  jaded,  and  he  rode 
loosely,  swaying  once  or  twice  in  his  saddle  ;  but  he 
came  straight  on,  and  there  was  a  jingle  and  rattle  as 
the  troopers  swung  out  into  the  trail.  The  man  saw 
them,  for  he  glanced  over  his  shoulder,  as  if  at  the 
nd«  who  appeared  behind,  and  then  sent  the  spurs  in 

"  Pull  him  up,"  cried  Corporal  Payne,  and  his 
voice  was  a  little  strained.  "  Stop  right  where  you 
are  before  we  fire  on  you  !  " 

The  man  must  have  seen  the  carbines,  for  he  raised 
himself  a  trif  ■  and  Payne  saw  his  face  under  the 
flapping  hat.  It  was  drawn  and  grey,  but  there  was 
no  sign  of  yieldmg  or  consternation  in  the  half-closed 
eyes  Then  he  lurched  in  his  saddle,  as  from  ex- 
•!i  i°^.°;^^^f™^*^'  a"d  straightened  himself  again 
with  both  hands  on  the  bridle.  Payne  saw  his  heels 
move  and  the  spurs  drip  red,  and  slid  his  left  hand 
further  along  the  carbine  stock.  The  trail  was  steep 
and  narrow.  A  horseman  could  scarcely  turn  in  it 
and  the  stranger  was  coming  on  at  a  gallop. 

He  will  have  it,"  said  the  trooper  hoarsely  "  Tf 
he  rides  one  of  us  down  he  may  get  away  " 
"We  have  got  to  stop  him,"  said  Corporal  Payne 
Unce  inore  the  swaying  man  straightened  himself, 
flung  his  head  back,  and  with  a  little  breathless  laugh 
drove  his  horse  furiously  at  Payne.  He  was  very 
Close  now,  and  his  face  showed  livid  under  the  smear- 
ing dust  ;  but  his  lips  were  drawn  up  in  a  little  bitter 
smile  as  he  rode  straight  upon  the  levelled  carbines, 
layne  at  least  understood  it,  and  the  absence  of 
flung-up  hand  or  cry.  Courthorne's  inborn  instincts 
were  strong  to  the  end. 
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There  was  a  hoarse  shout  from  the  trooper,  and  no 
answer,  and  a  carbine  flashed.  Then  Courthome 
loosed  the  bridle,  re-  ed  sideways  from  the  saddle, 
rolled  half  round  witn  one  foot  in  the  stirrup  and  his 
head  upon  the  ground,  and  was  left  behind,  whUe  the 
riderless  horse  and  pursuer  swept  past  the  two  men 
who,  avoiding  them  by  a  hairsbreadth,  sat  motionless 
a  moment  in  the  thin  drifting  smoke.         I 

Then  Corporal  Payne  swung  himself  down,  and, 
while  the  trooper  followed,  stooped  over  the  man  who 
lay,  a  limp,  huddled  object,  in  the  trail.  He  blinked 
up  at  them  out  of  eyes  that  were  almost  closed. 

"  I  think  you  have  done  for  me,"  he  said. 

Payne  glanced'  at  his  comrade.  "  Push  on  to  the 
setUement,"  he  said.  "  They've  a  doctor  there. 
Bring  him  and  Harland  the  magistrate  out. 

The  trooper  seemed  glad  to  mount  and  ride  away, 
and  Payne  once  more  bent  over  the  wounded  man. 

"  Very  sorry,"  he  said.  "  Still,  you  see,  you  left 
me  no  other  means  of  stopping  you.  Now,  is  there 
anything  I  can  do  for  ycu  ?  " 

A  little  wry  smile  crept  into  Courthome  s  lace. 
"  Don't  worry,"  he  said.  "  I  had  no  wish  to  wait  for 
the  jury,  and  you  can't  get  at  an  injury  that's  inside 

He  sa'd  nothing  more,  and  it  seemed  a  very  long 
while  to  Crporal  Payne  and  Trooper  Hilton,  who 
rejoined  him,  before  a  waggon  with  two  men  in  it 
beside  the  trooper  came  jolting  up  the  trail,  ihey 
got  out,  and  one  of  them,  who  was  busy  with  Cour- 
thome for  some  minutes,  nodded  to  Payne  . 

"  Any  time  in  the  next  twelve  hours.  He  may 
last  that  long,"  he  said.  "  Nobody's  going  to  worry 
him  now,  but  I'll  see  if  I  can  revive  him  a  httle  when 
we  get  him  to  Adarason's.  It  can't  be  more  than  a 
league  away."  j  •  ui 

They  lifted  Courthome,  who  appeared  insensible, 
into  the  waggon,  and  Payne  signed  to  Trooper  Hilton. 
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can  bring  Stimson."  '°''^-    T'^^"  yo" 

gro^nSdfasttdVr'^n'fe  ^J^  ^-<^<"«  '^"^ 
and  late  that  night  sTrrL^^^^  ^""Jt  ^'"^  "^'^  "^^"d- 
a  lonely  homestead     A  -^■''IJ-'*"'  '^'°''^  "P  *° 

^^ '•  Bei£^T  r^^^^^  "°  '  ^^'^ 

doctor  has  Sen  &Z.T'  °1.*''^  '^^y-  ^ut  the 
him,"  he  sail    "  ^™  somethmg  that  has  wakened 

wit^h'ScTos'Se  JrSir  ^  ^1!''  -^  <i-n 
man  raised  his  head  th^  rln^^   '  "''l^"  ^^'^  ^°""ded 

magistrate  from  res4frement°fl'P°''°  '""'^  *°  ^^e 
''I  fancv  he  nn  fnltf  *^  '^"^8"^  "^  two  away. 

qu.kify^u'^^isT'Jo^S&y^^^ 

aS^SSS-fc^J-^&Ued 

S  te^d^^^r^^^i-^^^^ 

and  every  word  put  dowrZ"° '''*"■?■  "=^^^^""y, 
brandy."  ^        ^"-      doctor,  a  little  more 

magistrate,  who  took  4Tsi'4X^'^'t 

doctS^/'VeTaW*  ' "  NoJ°™-  .^'/^  ^im  that  book 
we'U  take  your'testimoTy  "P^^*  '''''  ^''  '^^  ^hen 

thSn^^/haTcCeVeS'^^'^  "'  ^^"^  ^'^''^^^  '"  ^°- 

the  date  in   he  warrJit  ^Dnn^tT""'  ■  J°"'"  ^^^^^ 
^trange  to  you.  ,ntTL,ST  fZfo^^J^ZTr 
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Witham's  horse  and  rille  without  his  knowledge, 
though  I  had  paid  him  a  tr  fle  to  personate  me  and 
draw  the  troopers  off  the  whisky-runners.  That  was 
WUham's  only  complicity.  The  trooj^r^.  J'Jo 
fancied  they  were  chasing  h.m,  followed  "?«  "«*  1  ^^ 
horse  which  I  was  riding,  went  through  the  ice  ,  but 
Witham  was  in  Montana  at  the  time,  and  did  not 
know  that  I  was  aUve  until  a  very  httle  while  ago. 
C  you  can  straighten  that  up  and  read  it  out  to 

'"  Tlie  magistrate's  pen  scratched  noisUy  in  the  stiU- 
nel  of  &om,  Afore  he  had  finr^ed  Sergean^ 
Stimson,  hot  and  dusty,  came  m.  Tnen  he  raised 
hlrhand,  and  for  a  while  his  voice  rose  and  feU 
monotonously,  until  Courthorne  nodded 

"  That's  ail  right,"  he  said.       I'll  sign. 

The  doctor  raised  him  a  trifle,  and  moistened  his 
Ups  with  brandy  as  he  gave  him  the  pen.  It 
scratched  for  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  leU  from 
Ws  relaxing  fingers,  while  the  man  who  took  the 
paper  Sacr/ss  the  foot  of  it,  and  ther  wovdd  have 
handed  it  to  Colonel  Barrington,  but  that  Dane 
nnietlv  laid  his  hand  upon  it. 

"No,"  he  said.    " If  you  want  another  witness, 

^^BaSbgton  thanked  him  with  a  gesture  ;  and  Cour- 
thorne, looking  round,  saw  Stimson 

"  You  have  been  very  patient.  Sergeant,  ana  it  s 
roueh  on  vou  that  the  one  man  you  can  lay  your 
hanTs  upon  is  shpping  away  from  von,"  he  said 
"You'll  see  by  my  deposition  that  Witham  thought 
me  as  dead  as  the  rest  of  you  did." 

Stimson  nodded  to  the  magistrate.       I  heard 
what  w^s  read,  and  it  is  confirmed  by  the  facts  I  have 

^*S  c'ourttornfturned  to  Barrington,  "  I  sym- 
paUiise  with  you,  sir/'  he  said.  "  Th>f.  ^ust  be 
Wribly  mortifying ;  but,  you  see,  Witham  once 
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stopped  my  horse  backing  over  a  bridge  into  a  eullv 
when  just  to  hold  his  hand  would  have  rid  him  of  me 
You  wiU  not  grudge  me  tlie  ono  good  turn  I  have  pro- 
Dawy  done  any  man,  when  I  sliall  assuredly  not  have 
the  chance  of  domg  another." 

Sarrington  winced  a  little,  for  he  recognised  the 

Jm^^'"i''^J*i''"S  ^°''=^=  l*"*  he  rose  and  moved 
towards  the  bed. 

,.,»,'•  t''"'^^'"  he  said  a  trifle  hoarsely,  "  it  is  not  that 
which  makes  what  has  happened  horrible  to  me,  and 

Vr^,"?  *°?^  ^ui  ^^""^  y°'l  ''*''<'  "Shte^  this  man. 
m?X  ^  had  many  claims  on  me,  and  things 
might  have  gone  differently  if,  when  you  came  out  to 
Canada,  I  had  done  my  duty  by  his  son  " 
"  T,  ""^horne  smiled  a  little,  but  without  bitterness. 
T  ii/*K  ri'T  ™'"1^  "°  difference,  sir  ;  and,  after  aU, 
I  led  the  hfe  that  suited  me.  By-and-bye  you  will  b^ 
gratetul  to  me.  I  sent  you  a  man  who  will  brine 
prosperity  to  Silverdale."  ^ 

Then  he  turned  to  Stimson,  and  his  voice  sank 
almost  beyond  heanng  as  he  said,  "  Sergeant,  remem- 
ber Witham  fancied  I  was  dead." 

He  moved  his  head  a  trifle,  and  the  doctor,  stooping 

slreinTo  ^'  *°  ^^^  '"^**'  ""^^  ^^°*  ""*  ^''"P' 
It  was  some  hours  later,  and  very  cold,  when 
Bamngton  came  softly  into  the  room  where  Dane  lav 
half-asleep  in  a  big  chair.  The  latter  glanced  at  him 
with  a  question  in  his  eyes,  and  the  Colonel  nodded 
ver,-  gravely. 

'  Yes,"  he  said.  "He  has  slipped  out  of  the 
troopers  hands  and  beyond  our  reproaches— but  I 
think  the  last  thing  he  did  wi"  count  for  a  little  " 
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The  first  of  the  snow  was  driving  across  the  prairie 
before  bitter  wind  when  Maud  Barnngton  stood  by 
a  window  of  the  Grange  looking  0"*"?*°  t^e  night 
The  double  casements  rattled,  the  curtains  behind  her 
moved  with  the  icy  draughts,  until  growing  weai7  of 
watcb-ng  the  white  flakes  whirl  past,  she  drew  them  to 
and  ^^alked  slowly  towards  a  mirror  Th«:  a  faint 
tinge  of  pink  crept  into  her  cheek,  and  a  softness  that 
bSe  her  into  her  eyes.  They,  however  grew 
critical  as  she  smoothed  back  a  tress  of  lustrous  hair 
a  trifle  from  her  forehead,  straightened  the  aces  at 
neck  and  wrist,  and  shook  into  more  flowing  hues  the 
long  black  dress.  Maud  Barrington  was  not  unduly 
vain  but  it  was  some  time  before  she  seemed  con- 
tented, and  one  would  have  surmised  that  she  desired 
to  appear  her  best  that  night.  .  ,.     .      ,.  •» 

The  result  was  beyond  cavil  in  its  artistic  simplicity, 
for  the  girl,  knowing  the  significance  that  tnfies  have 
at  timet,  had  laid  aside  every  adornment  that  might 
hint  at  Wealth,  and  the  sombre  draperies  alone  ein- 
Dhasised  the  polished  whiteness  of  her  face  and  neck, 
lull  and  she  did  not  know  whether  she  was  pleased 
or  otherwise  at  this,  the  mirror  had  shown  the  stamp 
which  revealed  itself  even  in  passive  pose  and  poise 
of  head.      It  was  her  birthright,  and  would  not  be 

disguised. 
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g  md  „„,h,„g  „„,j  ,1,,  y„„^,  womm  ;„„«?<; 
J^They  would  „,cely  come  iMlght,  aunt."  a,o 

In  the  meanwhile,  two  men  si..d    beside   the 
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stove  in  the  haU  until  an  English  maid  returned 

*""  ColSkel  Barrington  is  away,  but  Miss  Bamngton 
and  Miss  Maud  are  at  home,"  she  sa.d  W»U  you 
go  forward  into  the  mommg-room  when  you  have 
taken  off  your  furs  ? "  „         . 

"  Did  you  know  Bamngton  was  net  here  ?  asJcea 
Witham,  when  the  maid  moved  away.  , 

Daiie  appeared  embarrassed.    "  The  fact  is,  I  did 

"  Then/*  said  Witham  dryly,  I  am  a  little 
astonished  you  did  not  think  fit  to  tell  me. 

Dane's  face  flushed,  but  he  laid  his  hand  on  lus 
comrade's  arm.  "  No,"  he  said.  "  I  didn't.  Now, 
iStomeTrthelasttime,  Witham.  I'venotb«n 
blind,  you  see;  and,  as  I  told  yo«. /o""^ ^""JJ^^^^' 
have  decided  that  they  wish  you  to  stay  Can  t  you 
sink  your  confounded  pride  and  take  what  is  offered 

''"witham  shook  his  grasp  off  and  there  was 
weariness  in  his  face  '^You  need  not  RO  tjirou^ 
it  all  again.     I  made  my  decision   a   long  while 

"Well  "  said  Dane,  with  a  gesture  of  hopelessness, 
"  I've  done  all  I  could  ;  and,  since  you  are  gomg^"". 
I'll  look  at  that  trace  clip  while  you  teU  Miss  Bamng- 
ton.   I  mean  the  younger  one  '  ..you are 

"  The  hamesj  can  wait,"  said  Witham.        You  are 

coming  with  me."  _       ,  »  t  »,« 

A  little  grim  smile  crept  into  Dane's  eyes.       I,arn 

not.    I  wouldn't  raise  a  finger  to  help  you  now,    he 

said,  and  retreated  hastily.  ,„-.i„„  walked 

It  was  five  minutes  late-  when  Witham  walked 
quietly  into  Maud  Barrington's  Pre^n«  ^^nd  sat 
down  when  the  girl  signed  to  him.  He  wondered  if 
she  guessed  how  his  heart  was  beatmg. 

"It  is  very  good  of  you  to  receive  me,  but  1  felt  i 
could  not  slip  away  without  acknowledging  the  kind- 
ness you  and  Miss  Barrington  have  shown  me,    ne 
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said     "I  did  not  know  Colonel  Harrington  was 

coi^'TK*"''"'  "u""'*'-    "  Or  you  would  not  have 

™i  7?*'"  *''  *'""^*'  *'a^ «  ha-d  no  opportunity  of 

Yo,f«l  '>'"«  y"!*  °"  y°"^  triumpham  acqJftUl 
Vou  see,  it  must  be  mentioned  "  "cquittai. 

a  loiig  way,  and  the  police  did  not  .seem  desimnc  «« 
Sel  'on''"*'  f«"^^*  '"^-    Perhaps  7sSd  have 

th^.tli'^  Barrington  braced  herself  for  an  effort 
though  she  was  outwardlv  very  calm.  "No  "she 
said,  'no  one  would  have  looked  fw  it  from  anv 

away?'-  '*  "*'"''"'*^  °^  y""'    ^hy  wUl  yo^  go 

"I  am  a  poor  man,'  said  Witham.    "O-     miwf 

have  means  to  live  at  Silverdale."  ""** 

her  JS  de^  ^-l*!'"'  i!!'*''  ^  ^"  '''"«''  '^'"^h  cost 
"cr  d  gooa  aeaJ,     it  is  because  you  orefer  oovprtv 

and  you  have  at  least  one  opportunhfat  Si^eldde' 
Counhorne's  land  was  mme  to  afi  intents  ^d 
purposes  before  it  was  liis,  and  now  U  reverts  tn  m. 
f  owe  him  nothing,  and  h^  did  ^ot  gfveTme  Wui 
^H  M.^^7"'^/J'™  *'  °"  ^''-''tever  arrangement  Dane 
and  Macdonald  may  consider  equitable  ?^  My  uncle's 
hands  are  too  fuU  for  him  to  attempt  it."     ^ 

httle    '"Yolfrfri''!l|""'  ■'Vi'^  ^^  ^°'«  trembled  a 
"  xu     K°"  ■  /"ends  would  resent  it." 

to  stly?"  """*  "•''  «'^''  "  ^hy  '^='^'«=  "'«y  "rged  you 
hv'l^H^i!"^''°r  '""pulse.  They  would  repent  of  it 
"ow,  as  1  did  at  the  begmnmg.    No  doubt  they 
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would  be  courteous,  but  you  see  a  half-contemptuous 

*°S"wratt?lfsmUron  Maud  Barrington's  l^s 
but  it  wa^  not  in  keeping  with  the  tinge  in  her  cheek 
^"^  KeSyttr  you  were  po- at  subterfuge. 

^^or^^orLTevT We  ';^e/;^^^^^^^^ 
you  you  could  stay  and  compel  them  to  acknowledge 
vou  I  fancy  you  once  admitted  as  much  to  me. 
^at  hasbecome  of  the  pride  of  the  democracy 

^"v^SmmTderdeprecatorygesture  "Youmust 
have  lauehed  at  me.  I  had  not  been  long  at  Silver- 
dare  then  "he  said  dryly.  "I  should  feel  very 
lonely  noW.  One  man '/gainst  long  generations. 
Wouldn't  it  be  a  trifle  unequal  ?     „  ,      . 

Maud  Harrington  smiled  again.  I  did  not  laugn, 
and  this  is  not  England,  though  what  you  consider 
oreiudices  do  not  count  for  so  much  as  they  used  to 
?here  while  there  is,  one  is  told  quite  frequently,  no 
Umit  to  what  a  man  may  attain  to  here,  if  he  dares 

'" SSKuiver  ran  through  Witham,  and  he  rose 
and  s  ood  looking  down  on  her,  with  one  brown  hand 
d"nched  on  the  table  and  the  vems  showing  on  his 

forehead.  ,      ,  „  u     „i^ 

"  You  would  have  me  stay  ?     he  said. 

^owed  the  last  acre  of  Courthorne's  land,  while  my 
^rilnds  who  are  yours  too.  looked  on  wondering. 
Syou  would  stV«  it  pleased  you.    Where  has 

^°^i?£'Sy'SgSd  himself,  and  the  giri 
noSd  the  dam?  the  struggle  had  brought  there  on 
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w-.°u^°"  ^"^  so  away  and  forget  us  '  " 
as™  Hfgo  .TOy  .'  ""■>' """  "» "el"  '« '»•  bH 

The  great  room  seemed  very  lonelv  whpn  «,t,iu  *u 
"  Aimt."  she  said,  "  Twoinette  has  twice  asked  me 
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to  go  back  to  Montreal,  and  I  think  I  will. 
^Tttai^rJ^tSJfe^Tfs^^^^^^^^ 

trss/&rwi;:d.};eri:ss 

'^"^i^^^^S&^X^  I  know  that  we  have 
lost  you;  fof  a  while  at  least.    Will  you  ever  come 

'witSmrddld.  "Yes,"  he  said,  "  When  time 
haTdone  its  work  and  Colonel  Bamngton  asks  n^, 
iU  can  buy  land  enough  to  give  me  a  standmg  at 

^' "  ThS"'"  said  Dane,  "will  need  a  good  many 
dollar^,  and  you  insisted  on  Amging  those  ^you  had 
away.    How  are  you  going  to  make  them  . 
"  I  don't  know,"  said  Witham  simply.       Still,  by 

Tt^rs^nit'day'^hen  he  walked  into  Graham's 
officeTwinnipeg:  and  laughed  when  the  broker  who 
sSc  hands,  paSed  the  cigar  box  across  to  hun. 

"We  had  better  understand  each  other  first     he 
said     "You  have  heard  what  has  happened  to  me, 

that  if  anybody  comes  round  I  m  busy. 

A  beU  rang,  a  httle  window  opened  and  shut 
a<,rin  and  Witham  smiled  over  his  cigar. 
^^"  I  want  to  male  thirty  thousand  dollars  as  soon  a 
I  can    and  it  seems  to  me  there  are  going  to  be 
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twenty  minutes  later     "^ell"hi^5i*  ."^^^n  again 
jfs  too  big  a  thing  ?  "  '    ^^«3'd."  you  think 

and  S  migS  donT'  k2'  ^'P'l\^Pon  the  man, 
good  way  and  «f  hIc  1^"°^'ng  the  business  goes  a 

fhere-ri^metJiS  that's'bZ^"""'"^  '"  '^^"^'  ^ut 
thousand  that  gofs  a  lon^w.,?^'"K°"^  ""^n  ^  ^ 

"•^ren-^iir^-arfsee  i.^^'* 
in  me  ?  "'    '^"^  ^'*'**"''     y°"  have  seen  this  ihing 

waStTet%td'^7otJS-.-v'>ut  you  don't 
getting  of  it  It  was^viif  ^'"JiS  *°  ^°  ^'^h  the 
to  have  a  year  thl?  wm  norh";  .  ^T  ^^'^^  g°ing 
who  handle^wheatLd  flour  and  Z  "  ''^  '^°'^ 
ong  heads  wiU  roU  the  dollarsin  WelT'ivr*'*  '^' 
for  another  clerk  anH  m„  ^^i  ,     ^">  ^  ^^  "o  use 

me,  but  if  Tcari"''''^'Z^f'Sood  enough  for 
for  a  partner  "         ^         "  ^'^^  '^^"^^  ^  ^  take  y^u 

work  ready  now,"  he^ld  '^v  °""i.  ^"'^  there's 
old  St.  Louis  miUs  bade  on  th^  ">  ^^^'^  °^  ^^e 

country.  NeveTdid  any  good  Fnit^'  ^^  .^^  ^"'^^ 
were  short  of  doUars  af  H  h  m  v  ^' '^''° '^ad  them 
should  be  run     WeU    I  .nH  ^^  H°^  ^°^  they 
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everybody  with  doUars  to  spare  wiUplank  them  rieht 

Witham  sat  silent  a  ^f^"-  ^JThe^saW  "You'fi 
bundle  of  plans  and  estimates    Then  he  said.    Youu 

havetolayoutapdeofdoUars 

ai£lf '  m  ntou  want^'them  frW  wi2  be 
rfady.  and  there's  only  one  condition  Every  ddlar 
-^..feW^^'^-rS^Vnow  anything 

about  milling."    .  j    i„  •<  ,,„„  have  eot  to 

"  Then  "  said  Graham  dryly,     you  nave  goi  w 

about  when  they  took  hold  othem^^  „j 

I  may  want  to  leave  you.  „  „    ..     time 

"  That' e  all  rieht,''  said  Graham.       By  the  time 
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by  the  carload,  and  men  with  tools  in  droves.  Some 
of  them  murmured  mutinously  when  they  found  they 
were  expected  to  do  as  much  as  their  leader  who  was 
not  a  tradesman,  but  these  were  forthwith  sent  back 
agam,  and  the  rest  were  willing  to  stay  and  earn  the 
premium  he  promised  them  for  rapid  work. 

Before  the  frost  grew  Arctic,  the  building  stood  firm 
and  the  hammers  rang  inside  it  night  and  day  until 
when  the  ice  had  bound  the  dam  and  lead  the  fires 
were  lighted  and  the  trials  under  steam  again.    It 
cost  more  than  water,  but  buyers  with  orders  from 
the  East  were  clamouring  for  flour  just  then.    For  a 
fortnight  Witham  snatched  his  food  in  mouthfuls 
and  scarcely  closed  his  eyes,  while  Graham  found  hini 
pale  and  almost  haggard  when  he  came  down  with 
several  men  from  the  cities  in  response  to  a  telegram. 
For  an  hour  they  moved  up  and  down,  watching 
whirring  belt  and  humming  roUer,  and  then,  whitened 
vnth  the  dust,  stood  very  intent  and  quiet  while  one 
of  them  dipped  up  a  little  flour  from  the  delivery 
hopper.    His  opinions  on,  and  dealings  in,  that  pro- 
duct were  famous  in  the  land.    He  said  nothing  for 
several  minutes,  and  then,  brushing  the  white  dust 
from  his  hands,  turned  with  a  Uttle  smile  to  Graham. 
'  We'll  have  some  baked,  but  I  don't  know  that 
there's  much  use  for  it.    This  will  grade  a  very  good 
first,"  he  said.    "  You  can  book  me  the  thousand 
two  eighties  for  a  beginning  now." 

Witham's  fingers  trembled,  but  there  was  a  twinkle 
m  Graham's  eyes  as  he  brought  his  hand  down  on  his 
shoulder. 

"  Gentlemen,"  he  said,  "  I  was  figuring  right  on 
this  when  I  brought  the  champagne  along.  It  was 
aU  I  could  do,  but  Im  .erial  Tokay  wouldn't  be 
good  enough  to  rinse  this  dust  down  with,  when 
every  speck  of  it  that's  on  you  means  dollars  by  the 
handful  rolling  in." 
It  was  a  very  contented  and  slightly  hilarious  party 
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that  went  back  to  the  city,  but  Witham  sat  down 
before  a  shaded  lamp  with  a  wet  rag  round  his  head 
when  they  left  him,  and  bent  over  a  sheaf  of  drawmgs 
until  his  eyes  grew  dim.  Then  he  once  more  took  up 
a  little  strip  of  paper  that  Graham  had  given  him,  and 
leaned  forward  with  his  arms  upon  the  table.  The 
mill  was  very  silent  at  last,  for  of  all  who  had  toiled  in 
it  that  day  one  weary  man  alone  sat  awake,  staring, 
with  aching  eyes,  in  front  of  him.  There  was,  how- 
ever, a  Uttle  smile  in  them,  for  roseate  visions  floated 
before  them.  If  the  promise  that  strip  of  paper  held 
out  was  redeemed,  they  might  be  materialised,  for 
those  who  had  toiled  and  wasted  their  substance 
that  the  eastern  peoples  might  be  fed  would  that  year, 
at  least,  not  go  without  their  reward.  Then  he 
stretched  out  his  arms  wearily  above  his  head. 

"  It  almost  seems  that  what  I  have  hoped  for  may 
be  mine,"  he  said.  "  Still,  there  is  a  good  deal  to  be 
done  first,  and  not  two  hours  left  before  I  begin  it 
to-morrow." 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 


REINSTATION, 

A  YEAR  of  tireless  effort  and  some  anxiety  had  passed 
since  Witham  Iiad  seen  the  first  load  of  flour  sent  to 
the  east,  when  he  and  Graham  sat  talking  in  their 
Winnipeg  office.  The  products  of  the  St.  Louis  miUs 
were  akeady  in  growing  demand,  and  Graham 
appeared  quietly  contented  as  he  turned  over  the 
letters  before  him.  When  he  laid  down  the  last  one, 
however,  he  glanced  at  his  companion  somewhat 
anxiously. 

u  t",^®  ^^^  ^°*-  *°  *^  "P  something  soon,"  he  said. 

I  have  booked  all  the  St.  Louis  can  turn  out  for 
six  months  ahead,  and  the  syndicate  is  ready  to  take 
the  business  over,  though  I  don't  know  quite  whether 
it  would  be  wise  to  let  them.  It  seems  to  me  that 
millings  is  going  to  pay  tolerably  well  for  another 
year,  and  if  I  knew  what  you  were  wanting,  it  would 
suit  me  better." 

"  I  told  you  I  wanted  thirty  thousand  dollars," 
said  Witham  quietly. 

"  You've  got  them,"  said  Graham.  "  When  the 
next  balance  comes  out  you'll  have  a  good  many 
more.  The  question  is,  what  you're  going  to  do 
with  them  now  they're  yours  ?  " 

Witham  took  out  a  letter  from  Dane  and  passed  it 
across  to  Graham. 
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"I'm  sorry  to  tell  you  the  Colonel  is  getting  no 
better,"  it  ran.  "The  specialist  we  brought  in 
seems  to  think  he  will  never  be  quite  himself  again, 
and  now  he  has  let  the  reins  go,  thiiigs  are  falling  to 
pieces  at  Silverdale.  Somebody  left  Atterley  a  pile 
of  money,  and  he  is  going  back  to  the  old  country. 
Carshalton  is  going,  too  ;  and,  as  they  can't  sell  out 
to  anyone  we  don't  approve  of,  the  rest  insisted  on  me 
seeing  you.    I  purpose  starting  to-morrow." 

"  What  happened  to  Colonel  Barrington  ?  "  asked 
Graham. 

"  His  sleigh  turned  over,"  said  Witham.  "  Horse 
trampled  on  him,  and  it  was  an  hour  or  two  before 
his  hired  man  could  get  him  under  shelter.' 

"  You  would  be  content  to  turn  farmer  again  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  would,"  said  Witham.  "  At  least,  at 
Silverdale." 

Graham  made  a  little  grimace.  "  Well,"  he  said 
resignedly,  "  I  guess  it's  human  nature ;  but  I'm 
thankful  now  and  then  there's  nothing  about  me  but 
my  dollars  that  would  take  the  eye  of  any  young 
woman.  I  figure  they're  kind  of  useful  to  wake  up  a 
man  so  he'll  stir  round  looking  for  something  to  offer 
one  of  them,  but  he's  apt  to  find  his  business  must  go 
second  when  she  has  got  it  and  him,  and  he  has  to 
waste  on  house  fixings  what  would  give  a  man  a  fair 
start  in  life.  Still,  it's  no  use  talking.  What  have 
you  told  him  ?  " 

Witham  laughed  a  little.  "Nothing,"  he  said. 
"  I  will  let  him  come,  and  you  shall  have  my  decision 
when  I've  been  to  Silveraale." 

It  was  next  day  when  Dane  arrived  at  Winnipeg, 
and  Witham  listened  gravely  to  all  he  had  to  tell  him. 

"  I  have  two  questions  to  ask,"  he  said.  "  Would 
the  others  be  unanimous  in  receiving  me,  and  does 
Colonel  Barrington  know  of  your  mission  ?  " 

"  Yes  to  both,"  said  Dane.  "  We  haven't  a  man 
there  who  would  not  hold  out  his  hand  to  you,  and 
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before  it  was  over,  three  of  his  comfianions  had  said 
to  Witham,  "  Of  course,  you'll  drive  in  with  me  I  " 

"  Boys,"  he  said,  as  they  put  their  furs  on,  and  his 
voice  shook  a  trifle,  "  I  can  t  ride  in  with  everybody 
who  has  asked  me  unless  you  dismember  me.' 

Finally,  Alfreton,  who  was  u  trifle  too  quick  for  the 
others,  got  him  into  his  sleigh,  and  they  swept  ou;, 
behind  a  splendid  team  into  the  frozen  stillness  of  the 
prairie.  The  white  leagues  rolled  behind  them,  the 
cold  grew  intense ;  but  while  Witham  was  for  the 
most  part  silent  and  apparently  preoccupied,  Alfreton 
talked  almost  incessantly,  and  only  once  looked 
grave.  That  happened  when  Witham  asked  about 
Colonel  Barrington. 

The  lad  shook  his  head.  "  I  scarcely  think  he  will 
ever  take  hold  again,"  he  said.  "  You  will  under- 
stand me  better  when  you  see  him.' 

They  stopped  awhile  at  mid-day  at  an  outlying 
farm,  but  Witham  glanced  inquinngly  at  Alfreton 
when  one  of  the  sleighs  went  on.  The  lad  smiled  at 
him. 

"  Yes,"  he  said.  "  He  is  going  on  to  tell  them  we 
have  got  you." 

"  They  would  have  found  it  out  in  a  few  more 
hours,"  said  Witham. 

Alfreton's  eyes  twinkled.  "  No  doubt  they 
would,"  he  said  dryly.  "  Still,  you  see,  somebody 
was  offering  two  to  one  that  Dane  couldn't  bring 
you,  and  you  know  we're  generally  keen  about  any 
kind  of  wager." 

The  explanation,  which  was  not  quite  out  of  keep- 
ing with  the  customs  of  the  younger  men  at  SilverdaJe 
did  not  content  Witham,  but  he  said  nothing.  So  far 
his  return  had  resembled  a  triumph,  and  while  the 
sincerity  of  the  welcome  had  its  effect  on  him,  he 
shrank  a  little  from  what  he  fancied  might  be  waiting 
him. . 

The  creeping  darkness  found  them  still  upon  the 
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shake  off  his  fun  ;  while  the  next  thing  he  was  sure  of 
was  that  a  little  wliite-haired  lady  was  holding  out 
her  hand. 

"  We  arc  very  glad  to  sec  you  back,"  she  said,  with 
a  simplicity  th.it  yet  suggested  statcliness.  "  Your 
friends  insisted  on  coming  over  to  welcome  you,  and 
Dane  will  not  let  you  keep  them  waiting  too  long. 
Dinner  is  almost  ready." 

Witham  could  not  remember  what  he  answered, 
but  Miss  Barrington  smiled  at  him  as  she  moved 
away,  for  the  flush  in  his  face  was  very  eloquent.  The 
man  was  very  grateful  for  that  greeting,  and  what  it 
implied.  It  was  a  few  minutes  later  when  he  found 
himself  alone  with  Dane,  who  laughed  softly  as  he 
nodded  to  him. 

"  You  are  convinced  at  last  ?  "  he  said.  "  Still, 
there  is  a  little  more  of  the  same  thing  to  be  faced  ; 
and,  if  it  would  relieve  you,  I  will  send  for  Mfreton, 
who  has  some  taste  in  that  direction,  to  h^  that  tie 
for  you.  You  have  been  five  minutes  over  it,  and  it 
evidently  does  not  please  you.  It's  the  first  time 
I've  ever  seen  you  worry  about  your  dress." 

Witham  turned,  and  a  curious  smile  crept  into  his 
face  as  he  laid  a  lean  hand  that  shook  a  little  on  the 
toilet  table. 

"  I  also  think  it's  the  first  time  these  fingers 
wouldn't  do  what  I  wanted  them.  You  can  deduce 
what  you  please  from  that,"  he  said. 

Dane  only  nodded,  and  when  they  went  down 
together  laid  a  kindly  grasp  upon  his  comrade's  arm 
as  he  led  him  into  the  great  dining-room.  Every  man 
at  Silverdale  was  apparently  there,  as  were  most  of 
the  women  ;  and  Witham  stood  still  a  moment,  very 
erect,  with  shoulders  square,  because  the  posture 
enabled  him  to  conceal  the  tremor  that  ran  through 
him  when  he  saw  the  smiling  faces  turned  upon  him. 
Then  he  moved  slowly  down  the  room  towards  Maud 
Barrington,  and  felt  her  hand  rest  for  a  second  be- 
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bringing  has  been  ?    I  must  return  to  Winnipeg,  for 
a  time  at  least,  to-morrow." 

Miss  Harrington  signed  her  willingness,  and  the 
man  spoke  rapidly  with  a  faint  trace  of  hoarseness. 
Then  he  looked  down  on  her. 

"  Madam,"  he  said,  "  I  have  told  you  everything, 
partly  from  respect  for  those  who  only  by  a  grim 
sacrifice  did  what  they  could  for  me,  and  that  you 
may  realise  the  difference  between  myself  and  the  rest 
at  Silverdale.  I  want  to  be  honest  now  at  least,  and  I 
discovered,  not  without  bitterness  at  the  time,  that 
the  barriers  between  our  castes  are  strong  in  the  old 
country." 

Miss  Barrington  smiled  a  little.  "  Have  I  ever 
made  you  feel  it  here  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Witham  gravely.  "  Still,  I  am  going 
to  put  your  forbearance  to  a  strenuous  test.  I  want 
your  approval.  I  have  a  question  to  ask  your  niece 
to-night." 

"  If  I  withheld  it  ?  " 

"It  would  hurt  me,"  said  Witham.  "Still,  I 
would  not  be  astonished,  and  I  could  not  blame  you." 

"  But  it  would  make  no  difference  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Witham  gravely.  "  It  would,  but  it 
would  not  cause  me  to  desist.  Nothing  would  do 
that,  if  Miss  Barrington  can  overlook  the  past." 

The  little  white-haired  lady  smiled  at  him. 
"  Then,"  she  said,  "  if  it  is  any  comfort  to  you,  you 
have  my  good  wishes.  I  do  not  know  what  Maud's 
decision  will  be,  but  that  is  the  spirit  which  would 
have  induced  me  to  listen  in  times  long  gone  by  !  " 

She  rose  and  left  him,  and  it  may  have  been  by  her 
arranging  that  shortly  afterwards  Witham  found 
Maud  Barrington  passing  through  the  dimly-lighted 
hall.  He  opened  the  door  she  moved  towards  a  trifle, 
and  then  stood  facing  her,  with  it  in  his  land. 

"  Will  you  wait  a  moment,  and  then  you  may  pass 
if  you  wish,"  he  said.     "  I  had  one  great  inducement 
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least,  I  can  tell  you  I  am  glad  you  went  away — but  if 
you  had  asked  me  I  would  have  gone  with  you." 

It  was  some  little  time  later  when  Miss  Harrington 
came  in  and,  after  a  glance  at  Wjtham,  kissed  her 
niece.  Then  she  turned  to  the  man.  "  My  brother 
is  asking  for  you,"  she  said.  "  Will  you  come  up 
with  me  ?  " 

Witham  followed  her,  and  hid  his  astonishment 
when  he  found  Colonel  Barrington  lying  in  a  big 
chair.  His  face  was  haggard  and  pale,  his  form 
seemed  to  have  grown  limp  and  fragile,  and  the  hand 
he  held  out  trembled. 

"  Lance,"  he  said.  "  I  am  very  pleased  to  have  you 
home  again.  I  hear  you  have  done  wonders  in  the 
city,  but  you  are,  I  think,  the  first  of  your  family  who 
could  ever  make  money.  I  have,  as  you  will  see, 
not  been  well  lately." 

"  I  am  relieved  to  find  you  better  than  I  expected, 
sir,"  Witham  said  quietly.  "  StiU,  I  fancy  you  are 
forgetting  what  I  told  you  the  night  I  went  away." 

Barrington  nodded,  and  then  made  a  httle  impa- 
tient gesture.  "  There  was  something  unpleasant, 
but  my  memory  seems  to  be  going,  and  my  sister  has 
forgiven  you.  I  know  you  did  a  good  deal  for  us  at 
Silverdale,  and  showed  yourself  a  match  for  the  best 
of  them  in  the  city.  That  pleases  me.  By-and-bye, 
you  will  take  hold  here  after  me." 

Witham  glanced  at  Miss  Barrington,  who  smiled 
somewhat  sadly. 

"  I  am  glad  you  mentioned  that,  sir,  because  I 
purpose  staying  at  Silverdale  now,"  he  said.  "  It 
leads  up  to  what  I  have  to  ask  you." 

Barrington's  perceptions  seemed  to  grow  clearer, 
and  he  asked  a  few  pertinent  questions  before  he 
nodded  approbation. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  she  is  a  good  girl — a  very  good 
girl,  and  it  would  be  a  suitable  match.  I  should  like 
somebody  to  send  for  her." 
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